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DEVONSHIRE. 



Non ferch" to creda btfognar miei carmi Bm^-v ^"^ 
A chife nefa copia dafejlejfa j ^^^^ 

Ma fol per fatisfare a quejlo mio 
Che ho d' onorarla e di lodar dijio. 

Ariosto, Canto xxxvii. 

^ I ^ H E Great and Fair, in every age and clime. 

Receive free homage from the Sons of Rhyme : 
Bend, ye ambitious Bards, at Grandeur's ilirine ! 
Be Power your patron ! Wit and Beauty mine !— 
To thee, whom elegance has taught to pleafe 
By (erious dignity, or (portive eafe ; 
"Whom Virtue hails, at Plea(ure*s feftive rites, 
Chafte Arbiter of Art's rcfin'd delights : 

5 To 



vl DEDICATION. 

To thee, fair Devon ! I breathe this votive drain;; 
Nor dreair th' averted car of proud Difclain: 
For O, if mufic has not bleft my lyre, 
A lovelier Ipirit of th* aetherial choir, 
Joy-breathing Gratitude, that hallow'd gueft, 
Who fires with heavenly zeal the human breaft, 
Bids my weak voice her fwelling note prolong, 
And confecrate to thee her tributary (bng. 

When firft my anxious Mufe's fav'rite child, 
Her young Serena, artlels, fimple, wild, 
Prefiim'dfrom privacy 'sfafe fcenes to fly. 
And met in giddy hafte the public eye 3 
Thy generous praifehcr trembling youth fuftain'd, 
The fniile (he dar'd not a(k, from thee fhe gain'd-; 
And found a.guardian in the. gracious Devon, 
Kind as the regent of her fancied heaven. — 
The flatter'd. Mule, whofe offspring thou haft bleft. 
In the fond pride that rules a parent's breaft, 

7 Prefents 



DEDICATION. vJi 

Prefents thus boldly to thy kind embrace 

This little group of her fucceeding race. 

BleftI if by pathos true to Nature's law. 

From thy fbft bofbm they may haply draw. 

Thofe tender fighs, that doqucntly ihew. 

The virtues of the heart: from whence they flow! i 

Bleft! if by foibles humoroufly hit. 

lii the light fcenes;that aim at comic. wit^ 

They turn thy penfive charms to mirthful grace, . 

And wake the fprightly. fweetnefs^ of thy» face I -. 

While thus the proud Enthuiiaft would alpire 
To change thy beauties with her- changing lyre 5 , 
Much as flie wants the talent and the right, . 
To (hew thy various charms in varied light, , 
O might the Mufe, intruding on thy bower,, 
From her fair Patron catch the magic power: 
Frequent to meet the public eye, and ftill; 
That fickle eye with fond amazement fill ! ': 

Let 
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Let her, if this vain wilh is loft in air. 

Breathe from her grateful heart a happier prayer I 

Howe'er her different fables may give birth 

To fancied woe, and vifionary mirth j 

May aM thy griefs bdong to Fi£l:ion's ^■eign, . 

And wound thee only with a pleafing pairi I 

May thy light fpirit, on the lea of life. 

Elude the rocks of care, the gufts of ftrife^ 

And fafely, as the never-finking buoy, 

Float on th' unebbing flood of real joy I 



Eartham, 
January 29, 1784. 



W. HAYLEY. 
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PRE FA G E. 



AS the following Plays were intended, only for a 
private theatre, I have been tempted by that 
circumftance to i;itroduce a kind of novelty into our 
language, by writing three pomedies in rhyme, though 
the Comic Mufe of our country has been long accuf- 
tomed to exprefs herfelf in profe, and her cuftom has 
the fancStipn of fettled precept, and fucccfsful ejjample. 
The Antiquarian, indeed, may remind me that Gam- 
mer Gurton's Needle, one of the earlieft of our old 
plays, with other comic productions of that rude pe- 
riod, was written. in rhyme; and poflibly fome faftidi- 
ous enemies, of that Gothic jingle, as they affed to call 
it, may confider the prcfej^it Publication ^s nothing 
more than a relapfe into the moft barbarous mo^e of 
dramatic compofition, 

b Tor 



X P R E F A C E. 

For the boldnefs of an attempt, which has no mo- 
dern precedent tb plead iri it^ Ijchall^ ibmc apotogy 
may be d«e-t© the- Public, - — 

•In the firft place, I beg it may not be fuppofed, that 
by writing a comedy in rhyme, I mean to convey an 
indited cenftire on the conttary pi*aAice,jf ^o on« can 
pn^ more h'lghly than I do the many ercellent come- 
dies in profe, with which our language is enriched. I 
am very far from entertaining a wifli to overturn the 
ceremonial which the Comic Mufe of England has €fila- 
blifhed ; but I hope to find our country as much a 
friend to toleration in the fortns t)f literature, as in 
thofe of religion. The cuftom of other enUgfitdicd 
nations, both ancient and modern, may ije pleaded trn 
this occafioh in behalf of verfe. ' Ariftophanes, m his 
play of the Clouds, feems to pride himfelf on his poetry. 
Ariofto having written two comedies in ptofe/ convert- 
ed them both into metre at a maturer period of his 
life ; and Moliere, the unrivalled miHet of theFTench 
comic theatre, who has written admirably both in profe 
and rhyme, is, I think, moft admirable, and moft tmly 
*omic, when he adheres to the latter. 

To the author who attempts a comedy in Engliih 
rhyme, our language feems to oflfer ah advantage, which 

the 



PREFACE.. xi 

the French poet did not enjoy. The Comic Mufc of 
France has chiefly confined herfelf to that ilrndure of 
verfe, which belongs equally to her Tragic Siften In 
the poetry of our nation, this particular meafure is ap- 
propriated to fportive fubjeds, and though hitherto not 
ufed in Comedy, it poflefles to an £ngli{h ear a very co* 
mic vivacity. That it is highly calculated for poem^ 
of wit and humour, we have a flriking proof in thai: 
moil exquifite produAion the Bath Guide. How far it 
may fucceed through the varied fcenes of an £ngU{2» 
play, experiment only can determine. As fome rean 
ders, on the ftrft fight of a comedy in rhyme, may haf- 
tily fuppofe that the fafiiion and the materials>of the 
"Work are borrowed from the Theatre of France, I 
think it proper to declare, in juftice to the writers of 
that country, that they are by no- means anfwcrable for 
any defeds which may be found in thefe dramatic per- 
formances. I am not confcious of having borrowed a 
fingle charader o^fituation from any comic writer what- 
ever, either foreign or domeftic. The firft of the 

three comedies, contained in the preient Publication, 
was founded on a real anecdote related to me by An 
intimate friend, who, concealing the names of the par- 
ties, mentioned their ludicrous adventure as a new and 

b s tempting 
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t'cmpting fubjeft for the Comic Mufe.- The plan of 

the fecohd arofe in the mind of its author, from his re- 
hiarkangthe various effeds of Connoiffeurfhip in differ- 
ent chara<aers. An attachment to the fine arts, which 
iS allowed to refine and ftrengthen the virtues of a 
manly and a generous fpirit, has perhaps a peculiar ten- 
dency hot only to fliew, but to increafe the narrownefs 
of a vain and feeble mind ; and if fuch a tendency exifts, 
it is the province of a comic writer to counteract and 
corr6<9: it. — '■ — The aim of the third comedy in this col- 
leftibn is to laugh at two diftind fpecies of afFe<SlatioD, 
■very prevalent in bur age and country; the afFe<aation 
of refined fentiment, and the affedation of pompous 
and pedantifc expreflion. I proteft however againft 
•plerfonal application : and, to guard againft it, let me 
declare, that this ridicule is levelled, not at the great 
and refpcdable Veteran in the field of literature, whofe 
'phrafes may fometimes be borrowed by a charader iii 
tlie play ; but at the namelefs and fervile herd of his 
awkward imitators. — Vigor iand originality of thought 
give a fandiion to the pomp and peculiarity of his lan^ 
gnage. If fingularities of ftyle are united with genius 
and moral excellence, they are properly regarded with 
a partial refped ; but when thefe iSngularities are pre- 

5 pofteroufly 



r K E F A C E. xiii 

pofteroufly copied, and feem to prevail as a fafliion, 
they become, I apprehend, very fair fubjeds of fportive 
fatirc. 

When I refled vj^hat long and eftabliflied prejudice a 
rhyming play muft encounter — when I remember that 
even Dryden himfelf, the moft able advocate, and the 
greateft mafteir of rhyme in our language, has exprefsly 
condemned the ufe of it in comedy — I am alarmed at 
the hardinefs of my attempt ; but when I recoiled: that 
time, the moft infallible teft of literary opinion, has 
fully {hewn the miftake of that immortal Poet, in re- 
commending the ufe of rhyme in Englifli Tragedy, I 
am' inclined to hope that he might be equally miftakeu 
in fuppofing it utterly unfuited to our Comic Mufe. It 
may be urged indeed, with great truth, that a comedy 
in rhyme cannot be fo clofe a copy of Nature as a co- 
medy in profe, the latter adhering to the very language of 
common life. But from a fifter-art we may borrow, at 
leaft a plauiible argument in favour of Poetry, on the 
prefent occafion.. The great mafter, who has cjefcanted 
fo happily on the principles of Painting, obferves with 
great propriety, in one of his difcourfes, that " we are 
** not always pleafed with the moft abfolute poflible re- 
** femblance of an imitation to its original objed: cafes 

" may 
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•* may exift, in which fuch a refemblance may be even 
** difagreeablc. I fliall only obfervc, that the effeA of 
** figures in wax- work, though certainly a more exad: 
** reprefentation f han can be given by painting or fculp- 
** ture, is a fufficient proof that the pleafure we receive 
** from imitation is not increafed merely in proportion 
" as it approaches to minute and detailed reality : we 
** are pleafed, on the contrary, by feeing ends anfwered 
** by feeming inadequate means*." — On thefe prin- 
ciples, which perhaps are equally juft in the two kindred 
arts, a comedy in Rhyme may be ftill more entertaining 
than a comedy, of equal merit in other points, which 
confines itfelf to profe ; and a critic who exclaims againft 
the unnatural effed of a rhyming dialogue, may as juftly 
cenfure a portrait on canvafs, becaufe it is not fo exad: 
a copy of life, as an image of coloured wax. In both 
cafes the artift, whether painter or poet, may be juftly 
called a true and a pleafing copier of Nature, if he pre- 
ferves as high a degree of refemblance, as his mode of 
imitation will admit, and embellifiies his work with 
the attradive and almoft indifpenfable graces of eafe, 
fpirit, and freedom. 

* Sir Jolhua Reynolds' Difcourfc of December 178a. 

10 n 
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It is faid by Voltaire of theatrical compofition in ge- 
neral> ** Tous les genres font bons hors le genre ennu- 
** yeux." If the prefcnt comedies fall not within the 
clafs which that lively Writer has fo juftly profcribed, 
the Author may 1:^ allowed to hope, that his liberal and 
enlightened readers will look with indulgence on a 
publication, which arofe from his wifH to introduce a 
flriking, and he trufls not a blamable, variety into the 
amufements of Englifh literature. 
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ACT I. 

S C E N E !• 

r • • ' • ' 

, . • ■ • , f • ■ 

Enter Sir Nicholas in debate with Mrs. Felix and Selina* 

Mrs. Fe L I X. 

WHAT a ftrangc declaration \ — it gives me the fpleeh ; 
But 'tis what good Sir Nichols 'hever can mean. 
Sir Nicholas. ' '- 

Not mean it, fair Lady !— b)^ Jupfterj yes I 
And my i^rojed you'll fee will be crowned with fuccefs; 
1 am joyous myfelf, and 'tis ever my plan . 
To give thofe I love all the joy that I can. 



4 THE HAPPY PRE SCRIPTIO^T: 

Mrs. F'E li x* " 

We own it — but joy is like diet, dear Coufln, 
One palate may'nt relifli wJiat pleafes a dozen ; 
Nor will I allow that my appetite 's vicious, 
If perQhaoce I don't like> what you think mod delicious. 

Sir Nicholas. 
Rare dainty diftindions I — but can I believe 
That a woman e'er ITvedlince'tlie wedding of Eve, 
Whofe heart (tho' moil coyly her head might be carried) 
Did not ferventlylwifh to Ue fpee^Jly mgttj-ied ? 
Not to wound your nice ears with the name of defires 
Which youth rendersdoveiy, and nature infpires. 
Your fex, froniits weakijefs, deipands a defender^ 
Whom pride and afledion make watchful and tender ; 
And if my fair Coz i&. no hypocrite; grown, 
The tf,Tjth|of mjF.;ft^3aias,yoallii^ ;; v^ 

Whil/?,tji?j?.wa?%^4rft?t>;y^'Wi afipf the brdye Cildlooial dctaifi„ 
Is the want of a huiband t^e J^urce o^ no pain ? 

My SToldier, you knj^vw, to my. foul is njcift dear> ; . 
I own — and my^fraiiknffs ?^,o>i,i(?vi?r lyilLbl^ei. _ 
I'drpuj-chafe his prefence yr|h ought hut his fame. ' 

Slit 
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Sir Nicholas, 
Well faid, thou dear, honed, and warm-hearted wife ; 
For thy truth may good angels ftill watch o'er his life. 
And while others the rough field of flaughter are treading. 
Send him home full of glory, to dance at our wedding ! 
For a wedding we'll have to enliven us all, 
And Hymen's bright altar (hall warm the old hall. 
For my Niece ere I die 'tis my wifli to provide, 
And ere two months are paft I will fee her a bride. 
I'm refolv'd — and you know that my neighbours all fay. 
Sir Nicholas OddfifK will have his own way. 

M R s. F E L I X. 
Selina, dear Sir, wants no other prote<flion. 
While her life glides in peace by your gentle direAion^ 
She thinks, and, I own, I approve her remark, 
In conjugal cares 'tis too foon to embark : 
Her bofom untouched by Love's dangerous dart. 
Fate has not yet fhewn her the man of her heart. 

Si R N rcHOL AS. 
The man of ber heart I— thefe nonfenfical fancies 
You light-headed females pick out of romances. 
That I am no tyrant you know very well, 
S9 Coufin don't teach my good Niece to rebel f 

I am 
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I am no greedy giiardian, who thinks it his duty 

On the altar of Plutus to facrifice beauty ; 

Whofc venal barbarity, juftly abhorr'd, 

Ties a lovely young girl to an old crippled lord. 

And bafely, tp gain either rank or eftat^, 

Makes her fvv^eir fhe will love, wh^t ihe cannot but hate. 

From fuch a protedor Heaven gu^rd my dear Niece 1 

I wifh her to wed that her joys' may incrcafe ; 

And the deuce muft be in the ftrange girl who difcovers 

No man to her mind in fuch plenty of lovers. 

To no very gi:eat length will my cruelty run. 

If from twenty admirers I bid her cbufe one. 

Mrs. Felix. 
But why, dear Sir Nicholas, why in fuch hafte ? 

Sir Nicholas. 
'Tis thus that my projcAs are ever difgrac'd 
With the falfe names of hurry and precipitation, 

m 

Becaufe I abhor jfilly procraftination ; 
That thief oif delight, who deludes ill our fenfes, 
Who cheats us for ever with idle pretences, 
By whom, lilce the dog in the fable, betray*d, 
We let go the Aibftance to fnap at the fhade. 

To 
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To feize prefent Time is the true Art of Life 5 
*Ti$ Time who now cries, make Selina a Wife I 
The feafon is come, Tve £0 long wifti'd to fee 
From the moment I dandled her firfl on my knee : 
She, you know, to my care was bequeathed by my Brother, 
And having this Child, I ne*er wiHi'd for another : 
Thto* life I have kept myfelf fingle for her ; 
Her intereft, her joy, to my own I prefer, 

Selina, 
Your kindnefs, dear Sir, I can never repay. 

Sir Nicholas. 
In truth, my dear damfel, you eafily may ; 
I demand no return fo enormouily great ; 
I afk but a Boy to poflefs my eftate. 

Selina. 
Lord, Uncle, how come fuch odd thoughts in your head ? 

Mrs. Felix. 
From his heart, I aflure you-*«'tis*pleafantly. faid ; 
A fair ftipulation— hoth parties agreed, 
The compad, I truft, in due time will fucceed ; 
But patience, dear Knight, you will have your defirc. 
Not wait very long for a yotmg little *Squite. 

5 S»R 
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SirNicholas. 
The cold Aream of Patience ne'er creeps in my veins, 
But the wifli my heart forms my quick fpirit attains. 
I'm none of your chill atmofpherical wretches, 
Whofe afFedions are fubjeft to ftarts and to catches ; 
Whofe wifli, like a weather-cock, veering about, 
Now turns towards hope, and now chainges to doubt : 
No, mine, like the needle without variation, 
Only looks to one point, and that point *s Confummation. 
I want to behold this young Urchin arife. 
Before I have loft or my legs or my eyes. 
That I may enjoy all his little vagaries. 
As the changeable feafon of infancy varies. 
I long to be moulding his heart and his fpirit, 
To fliew him the fields he is born to inherit ; 
Lead him round our rich woods, while my limbs are yet 

limber, 
And tell the young rogue, how IVe nurs*d up bis timber ; 
That when the worn thread of my life is untwifted. 
He long may remember that I have exifted : 
And when my old frame in our monument refts, 
As he walks hy my grave with a few worthy guefls, 

Ue 
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He thus to fpm^ lYa^i^Thea^ed friend Q|^j^^44i'^^^I)irp) 1 
Here lies my odd, honeft, old Uncle — God blefs him! z*^ 

Thank Heaven, dear Coufin, your hale conftitutiQn , r 
Shews nottthe.leaft iign of a near difiblution; 

S E L 1 N A. " 

Tq make; your li& ha^y; whate'er the condition, • 
Has been, my^ dear U ncie, my, hlgheft ambition ; 
To fulfil evCTy wiih that your fancy can frame, 
Still is, as it, ought to be j eife^ipiyf aim & . ,; jj .. , > 
But if by your yoiice I am dq^m'jd tq tljc^ltiari^^ ^ -v.-^H 1 
With terror and pain my weak accents mu^/^lter,,; ^^ f 
Unlefs my kind; flars^. new lover ^^qujd {end me, 
Unlike all the fwains who now deig^ to j|$te^d,jn^ |; . f) 

Sir Nicholas. 
Nice wench I do you want the whole world to adore 

your ., ; ■ ,., :;i,. ■- r* ": ;j'v/ r-.i'i.:* : . • 

Would you have all the men of the earth tangM before you? 
For thanks to your charms, and to fortune*s kind bounty, 
You may rank in ypur train all^the. youth of our county. 
And <:hufc vt^hom yoji wiU ; if the fi^an has. jbut worth. 
And is nearly your equal in .wealth and in birth, 
t , C I give 
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I give my'cdhftjjit-^youare free frdltt ^ftrid^ion ; - 
But I will not beplagti'd with perverfe contradiftion. 
I will fee you wed without any d^lay : 
Your two ifittteftldve^i toe cottiltigio^day; • - 

Young Sapphie, ^hoife verfes delighl!*ail the^ fair, ' 
And Dicky Decifive, Sir Jacob*« iiext heir r 
Both young aftd both wealthy^ bbi:¥feomely arid- clever, 
To gain ydtt, n6 doubtj each will i^rmly ehdeaVbui-;' 
For they cdme for a ttionth, by. my bwn invitation j 
On purpofe to fou^ 'iriydgar girl's 'ihelioatlon * 
I have faidlfci them both, aiid no man can i^ak-iyfetj - 
Lethim, who tan pleaJe her ttioft, win her and wear hei*, 
.' ' ' B-t i l*i*f Ai aJMs to Mrs. Feli*. '^ - - 
Good-k^m^ikiid^tSiti - •'■ ^-'' ' -'•'^ -■•-- '■'■• ''■'--''- 

^ •^^'^*-' ' I fee nothing fri^tifui : 

Our month with fuch guefls mull be very delightful : 

%m 8lt)i)feWs Tdft veri^^ mm tti to dofc'i '- • '* 

Ditk'^ill keep us awake wiflr'fttirical profe^ •'••)•; 

<: ^''^-'^ •^••■^■"■' ^'^^.i^x^'-^j^tibLict). '^'' -'•'-■- -. ■'■* •■•■ "^'' 

D6tfPc¥o»ife, ITay^I'iiVtoifed' - 

By jove5 ii'lii^ thw^ih m^'with aiiy eapHce, 

-i^ '^ Like 



Like a certala old ju^(^ |'l} ri^ng .yp my maids, 

For perverfe contradidion I never will bear, ; 

But provide £^^i^yHfiiiffafXf[i4iiit^hl^m^^^ ., , ,Lj:k A 

■ ' • .. : . , ■ . M R'?.: ,S.^.ii:i.x, :. ., :,, .:: ^f-., -^-,. r 

Dear Coufin, in fpite of l>i$ worihip's 4eci^on, . r 

Yoii cannot be certain offufjk a proy^{^jci=:. U: .., ^ ♦ 
Attempts of that nature, are fubje^ to fail. 

• .Sir Nicholas. 

My defigns you {hsll Scp^ ^d^^i^fjlway^ g^py^l t r._ -. ^ 
For if this i^i/cie pipfy, by^yq^ i^fMnoXiqi^.r - 
Declines every offer, ta^ive ipfi; vexatiqji, — 
Like my late j^lly neighbojjj, Sw Tipfio^hy TCckum, 
Who vindidiveljf married the frail Molly Qi}ifk^n)ji j 
I'll make fure of the matter, and chuie me a wife. 
With an heir ready plac*d on the threihold of life : 
For, as I have fjirid, tho' a foe to reftri<3;ion, 
I never will fuffer perverfe comtradidion. 
You now know my mind, w;hich no mafk ever covers, 
So farew^Uy ^nd prepare tp recfive your two lovers. 

[Exit. 

. "C *- M-R«w 
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■ yr • , "^ 'M »sv F i L irk,'[ '■■'■■ ' •-'■■■ - '■■ ' ■■'■ ^ 
Go thy way, thoW ftrange fhixture t)f feitfe ahd df' blfed- 
nefsl - : - : • 

A model at once oF opprdHotk'aiid kindhefs. 
Thy will, thou odd compound of goodnefs and whim. 
Is a flream, againft which it ili treafon to fwim ; 
Yet we mull crbfsl the cufreht— •' 

Dear Coufin fay how! 

Dire£b bppofitibn he will hot idlow : • . i. . 

What can yaa dcvifc as.i p!aa of' prevention ? f . / 

How divert his keen fpirit from thiis new intention I • 

I had much rather die than be ever united • - 

To one of the- lovers, that h'^-has invited : ' 

My heart has a thorough averfion to both r 

Yet to make him unhappy Fm equally loth; 

When I think what I owe to his tender prote<aion, ^ 

The worft of all ills is talofc? his afieaibn;'- • 

Mrs. Fe LI x. 

Dear Girl, yew warm latitude gives fott new charms' t 

'Tis an amiable fear, which your bofom alarms^ 

And I from your Uncle's quick humour would fcreen you, 

KatUbofen the bands of ai&^on between you. 

He 
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He merits jour love, and you know he has miae ; 
Yet we fomehow muft baffle his hafty deiign. 
Nor fuiFer his whim thus to make you a Wife, 
To repent the rafli bufinefs the reft of his life. 
Take courage I kind Chance may aflift us — 

S B L I N A. 

I doubt it. 
Yet Heaven knows how we fhall manage without it ; 
For when his heart 's fet on a favourite fcheme. 
His ardor and hafte, as you know, are extreme, 
Like a med*cine ill-tim'd oppofition is vain. 
And inflames the diforder 'twas meant to reftrain. 

M R 5. F B L I X. 

In his fevers indeed there is no intermifllon : 
And thanks, gentle Coz 1 to your foft difpofition I 
So fweet and compliant your temper has been. 
You have taught him to think contradiAion a fin ; 
And' here all around him confirm that belief. 
His vaflals all bow to the nod of their chief. 
Here (hut from the world in this rural dominion. 
No mortal oppofes his will or opinion ; 
And thus he is fpoiFd — Politicians all lay, 
: Human nature 's not fafhion'd for abfolute fway. 

S E L I N A* 
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• ".:' •: .{f ": •' . .Sex IN A. ' ." • * 
'Tis true, tho* the world, as you fajr, think him odd. 
In this fphere he is held a diminutive god : 
And when I behold how his fortune is fpent, 
In fupprefling vexation, and fpreading content ; 
When I hear all the poor his kind bounty exprefllng, 
And thoroughly kiow how he merits their blefling, 
My: feelings with theirs in his eulogy join, 
And confefs, that His nature is truly diviae. 

Mrs. Felix. 
Thou excellent Girl I if fuch fondnefs and zeal 
For a warm-hearted, whim£cal Uncle you fed. 
With what fine fenfations your boCom will glow. 
What tender attachment your temper will fhcw. 
When your fortunate lord Love and Hymen inveft 
With higher dominion o'er that gentle breaft I 
But tell me, dear Coufin — ^be honeft— declare, 
Has no young fecret fwain form'd an intereft there ? 
I fufpedt — but don't let my fufpidon af&ight you, 
Tho' the good Knight's rare virtues amufe and delight you, 
From this gloomy old hall you would wifh to get free, 
Had not Cupid preferv'd you from feeling ^ffui; 

Come 
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Come tell me the name of the favourite youth : 
I ami fure I guefs right. 

S E L 1 N A. 

No, in fad fober truth 
I never have feen in the courfe of my life, 
A mortal to whom I fhould chufe to be wife, 

Mr s. F e l I X. 

• ♦ . » * • . 

Ye ftars, what a pity 1— I wifli I could learn 

That my Colonel from India would fhortly return, 

Both for your fake and mine ; for our prefent diftrefs 

He would fpeedily turn into joyous fuccefs ; 

As his regiment muft fome young hero afford, 

Who might throw at your feet both himfelf and his fword» 

What fay you, my dear, tq a fddier ?--■ 

EftUr J&xay^ LA 

J E N N Y. ■ . 

phi Madam, 
Here *s young Mr» SappIii^^Trl vow,: if, I had <h^m^, - - , 
I'd give fifty pounds had you feen how politely 
He beg'd mcto. tie a.fwee^ nofegay up tightly, ... , . r 
W^qh is bitedjo pie(»s,rT-we]l,.he '« ^ fweet beau; 
And now with his pencil he *s writing below, 

5 I be- 
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I believe 'tis a pofy, he writes it fo neatly, 

And I'm fure 'tis fine verfe, Ma'am, it founded To fweetlyl 

Mrs. Felix. 
Oh charming I his vows will be very fublime, 
And I trufl: we (hall hear his propofals in rhyme. f 

S E L I N A. 

How can you, dear Coufin, fo cruelly jeft in ' 
A bufinefs you know I am really diftrefl in ? 
I ihall certainly forfeit my Uncle's protedion. 
For I never can wed where I feel no. aflfedtion. 
Do help me. 

M R si F E L I X. . 
Good Girl, this perplexity fmotlier, 
And think your two lovers will banifh each other : 
There 's much to be hop'd from our prefent aiFairs. 

Jenny. 
O, Ma'am, Mr. Sapphic is coming up flairs. 

(Afideds fie goes out*) 
I am mightily pleas'd with this marrying plan, 
And I hope in my fpirit that he '11 be the man. \Eitit, 

Enter 
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Enter Sapphic. 
Sapphic. 
Fair Ladies, the mbments have feeni'd to be hours, 
While I flopt in your hall to adjuil a few flowers : 
For the feafon, Fm told, they 're uncommonly fine ; 
But I ftill wifli the tribute more worthy the fhrine. 

\Bowmg and prefenting them to Selina. 

S E L I N A. 

Mr. Sapphic is always extremely polite : 
Thefe rofes, indeed, are a wonderful fight : 
You arc far better florifts than we are. 

Mrs. Felix. 

My dear, 
Mr. Sapphic has magic to make them appear. 
And Flora is brib'd by the fongs he compofes 
To produce for her poet extempore rofes; 
Into this early bloom all her plants are bewitch*d : 
But you do not obferve how the gift is inrich*d. 
Here 's a border of verfe, if my eyes don't deceive me. 

Selina, afide to Mrs. Felix. 
Dear Goufin you '11 read it — I pray you relieve me ; 
I fhall blufh like a fool at each civil expreflion. 

D Mrs. 
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Mrs. Felix, afide to Selina, taking the paper • 
Now with emphafis jiift and with proper difcretion. 

(Mrs. Felix reads.) 
** Ye happy flowers give and receive perfume 
^' As on Selina's fragrant breaft ye bloom : 
^' From earthj tho' not arrang'd in order nice, 
** Ye are tranfplanted into Paradife ; 
*' If on that fpot ye languifli into death, 
*' 'Twill be from envy of her fweeter breath.'* 

'Tis a delicate compliment, tender and pretty^ 
What original fpirit I how graceful and witty I 

Sapphic. 
Dear Ma'am, you 're too good to find any thing in it, 
'Tis a mere hafty trifle — the work of a minute : 
On the anvil I had not a moment to hammer. 
And I fear, in my hafl;e I have fijin'd againft grammar. 

Mrs. F B LI X. 
All flight imperfedions I never regard 
When I meet with fi^ch vigor of thought in a bard,. 
With a fancy fo brilliant — 

Sapphic. 

O ! Ma'am,, you 're too kind ; 
But candor *s the tcfl of an amiable mind. 

IwiiK 
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I wifh that your tafte all our Critics might guide, 
To foften that rigor with which they <lecide. 

M R s. Fe L I X. 
From Critics, dear Sir, you have little to fear, 
if Mr. Decifive himfelf had been here, 
He muft have been charm'd with this fweet jeu (Tefprit^ 
Which, as he is coming to-day, he (hall fee. 
I am eager to hear how his wit will applaud it : 
To conceal it would be of due praife to defraud it. 

Sapphic. 
In Mercy's name. Ladies, I beg your prote6bion. 
Prefer vc my poor rhymes from Decifive's infpedion ; 
Confider how hafty — 

Mrs. Felix. 

Say rather how fprightly — 
Sapphic 
Compos'd in a moment— 

Mr s. Fe L I X. 

Produc'd fo politely I 
Sapphic 
He'll cut them to atoms ! 

D 2 M R 8. 
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Mr s. Feli X. 

Dear Sir, he 's your friend, 
And I thought he had feen all the poems you pen'd : 
I was told that to him your long works you rehearfe — 
Does Mr. Decifive himfelf write in verfe ? 

Sapphic. 
I wifli from my foul that he did now and then ; 
But he ufes the pen-knife much more than the pen. 
And too freely has flafti'd all who write in the nation, 
To give them an opening for retaliation. 
My old friend Dccifive has honour and wit ; 
To the latter, indeed, he makes mod things fubmit ; 
And thinks it fair fport, as a friend or a foe. 
To knock down a Bard by a flaming bon mot. 
To your fex indeed his chief failings I trace ; 
For the fair- ones fo flatter' d his figure and face, 
That too early he ceas'd the chafte Mufes to follow, 
And being Adonis, would not be Apollo. 

Mrs. Felix. 
Yet he has much fancy. 

Sapphic 

O, Madam, no doubt, 
And genius that ftudy would foon have brought out. 

Had 
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Had his thoughts been lefs turn'd to his legs and his looks. 
Ere this he *d have written fome excellent books : 
'Tis pity fuch parts {hould thro' indolence fall ; 
6.ut he never compofes, and reads not at all. 

S E L I N A. 

Not read, Mr, Sapphic ! you furely miftake ; 

Your friend cannot be an illiterate rake : 

Our neighbours, who lately from London came down. 

Declare, that his word forms the tafte of the town! 

Sapphic 
Dear Madam, the bufinefs i» eafily done ; 
He judges all authors, but never reads one. 

M R s. F B L I X. 

I 'm fure he muft own this impromptu is fweet. 
And I vow he fliall read it— . 

Sapphic 

Dear Ma'am, I intreat, 
I conjure you to fpare me ; this earneft petition 
I know you will grant me— 

Mrs. Fe Lix. 

On this one condition, 
That for fix lines fupprefs'd you indulge me witii twcaty ; 

Come, 
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Come, {hew us your pocket-book— there you have plenty 
Of tender poetical fquibs for the Fair. 

Sapphic, taking out bis pocket-hook. 

Dear Ma^am here is nothing:. 

M R S. F E L I X, 

A volume, I fwear, 
O, charming I well, now you *re an excellent man ; 
*Tis,ftufFd like a pincufhion — 

Sapphic. 

Yes, Ma'am — with bran. 
Mrs. Felix. 
Fie, fie, you 're too modeft, and murder my meaning ; 
What a harveft is here ! yet I aflc but a gleaning : 
It would not be fair to feize all the colledion, 
Tho' all is moft certainly worthy infpedion. 
Indulge us, dear Sir : come, I'll take no refufal. 

Sapphic. 
Indeed, Ma'am, here 's nothing that 's fit for perufal. 

M R S. F E L I X. 

There are fifty fine things, and one can't chufe amifs.. 

Sapphic, taking out a paper* 
Here 's one new little fong— 
' • 5 Mrs. 
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Mrs. Fe L I X. 

Well then^ let me have this. 
Sapphic, after giving a paper » 
They all are fo jumbled, 1 fear I am wrong; 
I meant to have fliewn you a new little fong. 
Which was written laft week on the ball at our races. 
Where I heard the Mifs Trotters compar'd to the Graces ; 
I could not help faying, 'twas very profane. 
It was taking the name of the Graces in vain. 

Mrs. Felix reads* 

** On feeing Selina and Jenny near each other in 
** the garden,^* 

S A F P H I c. 

O mercy, dear Madam, you muft not read thofe \ 
A ftanza unfinifli'd. — 

Mrs, F e l I x. 

How fwcetly it Bows I 
Selina, pray hear it. 

Selina, ajide /o M r s. F b l i x. 
Dear Coufln enough ! 
How can you delight in his horrible IhifFl 

Mfts» 
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Mrs. Felix reads, 
** Tho* leach in the fame garden blows, 

" The poet muft be crazy, 
" Who, when invited hy the rofe, 

" Can ftoop to pick the daify." 

S E L I N A, afide to Mrs. Felix. 
If you love me, dear Coufin, aflift me, I pray, 
To end all this nonfenfe, and get him away.— 
Pray, Sir, when you came, was my Uncle below ? 

Sapphic. 
He *s abroad, Ma'am, your fervant inform'd me— 

S e L I N A* 

ONo! 

' You have heard he is building a temple to Pan, 
And we hopic that your tafte may embeUifti the plan : 
At the end of the walk, in his favourite grove. 
Where there formerly ftood an old ruin'd alcove. 
You '11 find him ; and as *tis an art you are fkill'd in, 
Twill pleafe him to know what you think of the building. 

Mrs. Felix. 
Aye do, Mr Sapphic, infpcdl what is done, 
For the worknien all blund^r'd when firft they begun : 

** Your opinion I 'm fure will oblige the good Knight. 

10 Selina* 
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S E L I N A. 

An infcription, he once faid, he wifli'd you to write^ 

Sapphic. 
Dear Madam 1 — the hint is delightful, I vow ; 
• To the God of Arcadia I haften to bow : 
I fhall find the good Itnight in the midft of the dome ; 
I am heartily glad that he is not from home. 
We fliall furely contrive fomething clever between us, 
And the Mufe will compofe by the order of Venus. 

[Boivs tenderly to Selina, and Exit* 
S& L 1 N A. 
How could you fo praife that impertinent creature ? 
And praife him without difcompofing a feature! — 
I could not have thought, before this converfation. 
That your franknefs could turn into fuch adulation. 

M k s. Felix. 
The World, my dear Child, is to you quite unknown \ 
When you fee it you '11 find fuch difcourfe is the ton 5 
Fine folks in high life learn to praife with great glee 
Such perfons and things as they ficken to fee. 
To me your beft thanks for my fpeeches are due— 
By thus flattering the Poet, I furely ferve you i 

E He 
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He will now play the Sky-lark inftead of the Dove, 
And ftun me with fongs, while you *re fav'd from his lovcw 

Enter Jenny. 
Jenny. 
Dear Ma'am, now I hope Mr. Sapphic 's quite bleft,. 
For he flies thro' the walks like a bird to his neft. — - 
He 's a fweet pretty gentleman.- 

Mrs. Felix, ajide to Selina.- 

This, if. I fliew it,. 
Will foon banifli Jenny's regard for the poet :— 
Jenny, fee what your friend Mr. Sapphic has written,. 

Jenny. 
Dear Ma'am, with his verles I- always am fmitten. 

(Having read the Jianza,) 
A Daify indeed I to be fure I am neat, 
But tho' I 'm a fervant I hope I am fweet. 
When he makes my young Miftrefs a Rofe or a Lilly, 
He might turn me at leaft to a Daffy-down-dilly. 
But a Daify, forfooth ! with no fragrance at all ! — 
I '11 crofs him for this — 

Se LI na. 

What 's that noife in the hall ? 

Jenny. 
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Jenny. 

As fure as I live 'tis your other gay Spark, 
For I faw a new chaife driving into the park. — 
I'll fee. Ma'am. 

(AJide going out) 
I '11 fhew this fine Poet a trick — 
A Daily ! that no one but children will pick. \Exit, 

Mr s. Fe L IX. 
This fimile Jenny I fee cannot fwallow, 
And her anger may ruin this fon of Apollo ; 
For in courtfliip this maxim is often difplay*d. 
He has half loft the Miftrefs who lofes the Maid. 

JE.nter Decifive. 
Decisive. 
Alone, my dear Ladies ! — they told me below. 
Our friend Sapphic was here, your poetical Beau ; 
I was almoft afraid that my fudden intrufion 
Might check the rich ftream of fome- lyric efFufion. 

f'ToSelina.; 
I 'm happy to fee you fo lovely to-day ; 
But I hope I 've not frighted your Poet away. 

E 2 S £ L I N A. 
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Selina. 

no-^Mr. Sapphic had bid us adieu — 

Mrs. Felix. 
And not without faying fome fine things of you : 
He declares, that with thofe brilliant parts you pofTefsj 
'Tis a fin you ne'er fend any work to the prefs. 

Decisive. 
Good Sapphic ! — In truth 'tis his comfort to think 
The whole duty of man lies in fpilling of ink ; 
And at Paradife gate his large volumes of metre 
Will I hope be allow'd a fair pafs by Saint Peter. 

Mrs. Felix. 
Then the Saint muft be free from your critical fpirit. 
For I know you have little efteem for their merit j 
You're a rigorous judge, and to poets terrific. 

Decisive. 

1 wifii my friend's mufe was not quite fo* prolific : 

But in rhymes when a child I have heard he would fqueak. 
And fo proved a poet before he could fpeak ; 
On his death-bed, I doubt not, he '11 ftill think of verfe. 
And groan out a rhyme to his dodor or nurie. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Felix. 
I fancy your favourite reading is profe ; 
Here *s a new fet of travels, pray have you read thofe ? 

Decisive, takhig the book. 
This author is lucky to meet with a buyer : 
A traveller *s but a foft word for a liar. 
Such works may pkafe thofe who have ne'er been abroad. 
But men, who have travell'd,^ perceive all the fr^ud. 

Mrs. Felix. 
Is the work fo deceitful ! it feems you have read it? 

Decisive. 
Not a fyllable. Madam — 

Mrs. Felix. 

Pray who then has iaid it ? 
Decisive. 
Not a foul that I know — but fuch books are a trade. 
And I perfedly know how thofe volumes are made* 

Mrs. Felix. 
*Tis a work, I am told, that has great reputation 
Both for wit and for truth — 

Decisive. 

We *re a credulous natioa-* 
1 Mr «» 
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Mrs. Felix. 
Pray what kind of books are your favourite ftudy ? 

D E CISITE. 

I find modern works only make the brain muddy, 

As my friends grew by reading more awkward than wife. 

And ruin'd their perfons and clouded their eyes 4 

I have wifely refcJv'd not -to read any more, 

Since each liviag author is turn'd to a bore., 

Mr s. Fe l IX. 
How can you fowafte all your bright mental powers? 
'Tis pity you men have not fuch works as ours — 
What d' ye fay to mj knotting? 

'{Takes out her worh) 

1!) E CI s I v R, 

Your box wants a hinge. 
And I'll give you a much hetter pattern for fringe ; 
I brought it from France. 

Mrs. Felix. 

Now I fee, my good friend. 
There is no kind of work which your flcill cannot mend: 
In all arts you poffefs a diftinguifhing head, 
Fxom building a temple to knotting a thread. 

Decisive. 
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Decisive. 
j4^propos oi 2l temple — pray has the good Knight 
RaisM his altar to Pan ? — he had fix'd on the lite. 
Is the ftruAure begun ? — I have not. feen his plan- — 

. Mrs. Felix. 
Then haften, and pay your. devotions to Pan. 
Sir Nicholas nov7 in his v-eftibule ftands, 
To guide all his workmen' and quicken their hands ;. 
And Sapphic is gone to attend the- good Knight, 
And try what, infcription his- genius 'can write. . 

D B C I S I(V B. 

Poor Pan I by the Graces thouTt left in the lurch ;. 
Thy temple willlook like aitrim parifh church. 
With Sapphic's infcriptions, like fcraps of.the Bible 
Put up, as the Churqh-wardens fay, in ^iJibeL 

; M Rs. Felix. 
liideed we much fear fo: — P^^y hafte to infped it. 
And exert, all your exquifite taftc to corre<a-it.. 

. : • D E c I s. i.v E.. 

Ma'am ril do what I^an, ,fosr it puts me in wrath. 
Tofeea fine temple difgrac!d by, a Goth*. [Exit, 

.E 4 Mils. 
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Mrs. Felix, 
Well, my dear, your two Lovers, like true men of fafhion, 
Do not pefter you much with the heat of their paflion : 
You'll be quite at your eafc — thanks to Pan and thcMufel 

£nier Jenny, hajiily, 
Jenny. 
News! news! my dear Ladies, moil excellent news I 

S E L I N A. 

The girl is quite wild ! 

Mrs. Felix. 

What tranfports you fo, Jenny ? 
Jenny. 
IVe news for yon, Madam, that's well won't h a guinea : 
I have news from the Colonel— 

Mrs. Felix. 

A letter! Where is it? 
Jenny. 
No, Ma*am, here's a ftranger arriv'd on a vifit^ 
And he comes from the place where the Colonel is fighting. 

Mrs. P'Elix. 
And with letters for mc ? 

J E "N -N Y. 

•Madam, that Tm not right in ; 
7 Fot 
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For I riiti jfirott his ittaft when I got hitXf my ftory ; 
But the Colonel, he ikysj is all riches and glory. 

Mrs. Felix. 
Dear girl that's enough ; through my life I fhall feel 
Due regard for thy warm afid affe^iohate zeal. 
But where is this Stranger } 

Jenny* 

Juft waBiU to toy Maftcn 
His poor man has met with a cruel difafter ; 
He was wounded' in battle. 

Se L I N A. 

Pray treat him with caie.-** 
In your joy, my dear Couiin, I heartily (hare* 

M R 9. F B L 1 x» 
This Stranger *8 a jewel for you from the Eaft ; 
He '^3 a Captain, I hope, my d:ear JeStiny, at lead* 

J E N >j y. 
Ah, Madam ! my fancy fupposM him fb too^ 
But we 're both in the Wrdng, atid for Mifs he won't dO| 
For 1 learnt ftom his man he ii only a t>o&t«f; 

Mrs. FblIx* 
Poor Jan^ft how the dijSerence of title h» ihock'd her f 

F Tot 
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For my part I can't find by my reafon or feeling, 
That the art 6f 4cftr6ying excels that of kealing : 
We may equally love the profcflbrs'of both. 

■J B N N Y-. ■ •. 

That Mifa tho' ihouW marry a.Do<ftor I'm loth. ,,. 

M R s. F E L I x. 
Come, my dear, let us ^eet 'em — ^I can't reft above- 
How flowly fly l^tt^rs frpm hands that we love I 

End of ACT li, . 
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. -SC-E; N-Ec-': li.- :• . . -' Mi 
£ater Tenny <7W Tonathan. , . . 

COME, dear Mn Jonathan. teU^p the ..wholes ^ - 
An account of ^ battle I love to my foul ; 
There is nothing oa earth I fo truly delight in,. . • . 
A? to hear a brave Soldier difcourfe about fighting. — 

7 So 



A COMEDY, IN RHYME. 35 

So tlie Colonel was wounded you fay near the wall : 
Whereabouts was the fhot ? Did he inftantly fall ? 

Jonathan, 
No; recoiling a little he rufli'd on again, 
And fought like a lion, made fiercer by pain ; 
Tho' a curfed keen arrow an Indian let fly, 
Pierc'd the bone of his cheek juft below the right eye. 
*Twas a horrible wound 1 but it could not appal hioi. 

Jenny. 
O mercy ! that fuch a hard fate fhould befal Him. 
Alas ! I'm afraid that his fine manly face 
Muft have loft by the fear all its fpirit and grace. 
Does he look very hideous ? 

Jonathan. 

No ; thanks to my Mafter, 
You can hardly perceive that he e'er wore a plaiften 
There never was known a chore wonderful cure ; • 
But kind Heaven aififts my good Mafter I 'm fure ; 
Without it the fkill of no mortal could fave 
The many brave lads he has kept from the grasve. -' : 
You would weop with delight to behold him furrounded 
With a hundred fine fellows once horribly wounded ; 

F 2 Who 
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Who with thanks for their lives are ftill eager to greet him^ 
And hail him with blefllngs whenever they meet him. 

Jenny. 
God reward him, fay I, for the good he has done:; 
And of thofe he has fav'd I 'm glad you are one. 

Jonathan. 
Aye, twice he-.prefcrv*d| itie wheii all thought mc dead.,^ 
And. once brought m^ off at th^ rifque. of his head* 
It was not his bufinefs to misc. in the Arife, 
And fome thought him mad when he ventured his life 
To bring ofF a poor manned private like me ; 
But I Ve ftill a heart left in this trunk that you iee. 
Which loves the brave fpirit who fnatch'd me from death. 
And will ferve him, I hope, till my very laft breath. 

Jenny. 
Your icenes of :hard fervice I hope, are all over ; 
It is now fairly time. you jfhould.both live in clover. 
Your Maft^r, I truft, has brought home aa much treafore 
As will make him a parliament-man at his pleafure ; 
And to rccompen.ce. you. for the wound in your arm. 
Perhaps iifi. wilt buy you a fnug little farm. 

J o K A T tt A N*. 
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Jonathan. 
When a Gentleman com^s from the Eaft, my good girl. 
You all think he is loaded with diamonds and pearl ; 
You fancy his treafure too great to be told, 
And fuppofe he poffefles a mountain of gold. 
A few dadng blades, by a bold kind of ftealth. 
Have indeed from the Indies brought home fo much wealth. 
That with all their keen fenfes they ne'er could employ it. 
And have dy'd from the want of a heart to enjoy it : 
But fome hundred brave lads, whom gay youth led to enter 
That promifing region of hope and adventure. 
Have toil'd many years in thofe rich- burning climes, 
With fmall (hare of their wealth, and with none of their 

crimes. 
Now- my Mafter and I both belong to this tribe j 
Not a fingle Nabob have we kill'd for a bribe ; 
And to tell you a truth, which I hope you *I1 not doubt. 
We're as poor and as honeft as when we fet out. 

Jenny. 
What ! your Mafter ftill poor in fo thriving a trade t 
And with patients fo rich has he never been paid 
For tlie wounds he has heal'd ? 

r 
J O N A T B a'n^ 
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Jonathan. 

Ye&, my dear, for his fees 
I know he has touchM many thoufand rupees ; 
But the ilght of diftreis he could never endure ; 
What he took from the rich he .beftow*d on the poor. 

J E N J* Y. 

Well, Heaven will pay him, no doubt, in due feafon* 
But what brings him home ? — I would fain know the reafon 
Why he leaves that jich land in the bloom of his life : 
I fuppofe from the want of a cherry-cheek'd wife? 
They fay thofe black wenches are fad nafty creatures. 
And tho' they 've fine fliapes they have horrible features. 
Does he want a white fweet- heart ? or has he a Black ? 

Jonathan. 
'Tis indeed a white woman that brings us both back: 
But alas I 'tis an old one — my Matter, it feems, 
Has a fond fimple mother that 's troubled with dreams. 
And he, like a tender and foft-hearted youth, 
Refigns his fine profped, and comes home forfooth 
Becaufe the old dame has exprcfs'd her defires 
To fee him in England before (lie expires; 
And egad fince he 's come fhe will live long enough. 
For fhe feem? to be made of good durable ftufF. 

Jenny. 
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Jenny. 
Well, now I fliall love him a hundred times more 
Than I did for the ftories you told me before. 
God blefs the kind foul I who behaves to his mother 
As if he well knew he could ne'er have another ; 
And were he my fon I could not live without him ; 
I could ftay here all day. while you're talking about him.— • 
But *tis time to be gone ; we muft both difappear. 
For the Colonel's fweet Wife and your Mafter are here. 

Jonathan. 
Stop, I muft peep at her;? — fhe's as bright. as the day 1 "f 

J. E N NY. 

And her. heart is as good as her fpirit is gay- 
Come I'll fbew you our walks — we.may. get put this way^ 
. [Exeunt , 

Enter Mrs. Felix tf»flf Morley. 
Mrs., Fe LI X. 
Dear ciocellent Friend, fince I owe to your worth 
The fafety of what I moft. value on: earth. 
With .thofe it loves beft my heart yields you a place. 
And I clafp your kind hand with a fitter's embrace. 
To judge of the man whom fuch iervice. endears 
I want not the tardy acquaintance of years, 

But 
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But in ftrong tho' quick ties, that no chances can fever. 

In an inftant he feizes my friendOiip for ever : 

And had I much lefs obligation to you, 

My regard and efteera I fhould ftill think your due, 

From the pidure my Felix has drawn of your mind. 

M o R L E v. 
Ills warm foul to his friends is moft partially kind : 
But fuph as I am I moft truly am yours ; 
Yjotur goodnefs my grateful attachment enfures, 
And my heart with proud tranfport your friendship embraces. 
Tho' I. nc*cr ga;z^d before on your perlbnal graces, 
I Ve beguil'd fome long weeks of hard wearifome duty 
With frequent djicourfe on your virtues and beauty 5 
And i own- for the Colonel it rais'd my efteem. 
To mark with what pleafure he dwelt on the theme. 

Mrs. Felix* 
You *re an excellent creature td footh a fond Wife, 
Who regards her Lord's love hardly lefs than his life } 
But fince you 've replied with good humour fo fteady 
To the ten thoufand queftions 1 Ve afk'd you already, 
rU fpare you to-day, and if *tis in my power 
Mention Felix*s name only once in an hour*' 

I That 
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That my thoughts to the Indies no longer may roam. 
Let me talk to you now about matches at home ; 
Your counfel may make our perplexity lefs, 
And finifh our odd tragi-comic diflrefs. 
Firft tell me, and fpeak without any difguife, 
(Tho' I fancy I read all your thoughts in your eyes) 
What d' ye think of my Coufin ? ' 

M o R L E Y. 

Her graces indeed 
The glowing defcription of Fdix exceed ; 
Tho* in praifing her, oft he with pleafure has fmiPd 
Like a father defcribing his favourite child. 
For my part, I think fhe is laviihly bleft 
With thofe beauties by which the pure mind is expreft^ 
That her heart is with truth and with tendernefs warm, 
That fweet fenfibility fhines in her form; 
A form, on which no man his eye ever turn*d 
Without feeling his breaft in her welfare concern'd. 
'Tis the lot of fuch graces, wherever they dwell, 
None can fee their foft miftrefs and not wifli her well. 

Mrs. Fe LI X. 
Very gallantly faid, and the praife is her due— 
But how came her Lovers fo well known to you ? 

G M O R L E Y. 
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M O R L E Y, 

Her Lovers! — dear Madam, I hope. you *re in jeft — 
Or if by their vows your fweet Friend is addreft^ 
Heaven grant, for the peace of her delicate mind. 
That her hand may be never to either refign'd I 

Mrs..- F.e l i x. 
From my foul I afTure you I join in your prayer ; 
But whence does it fpring ? 

4 

■*' ■ M O R L E TT. 

I will freely declare, 
Tho* they're both men of fortune, fair birth, and good 

name. 
With figures that fet Ibme young nymphs in a flame ; 
Tho' at each, many ladies are ready to catch 
At what the world calls, a mod excellent match ^ 
Yet, if I have read your fair Coufin aright, 
A bofom fo tender, a fpirit fo bright, 
Muft be wretched with fuch a companion for life. 
As each of thefe Lovers would prove to his Wife* 

• M R S. F E L I X. 

You are right; but their charaders where could you know? 

M O R L E Y. 

I knew them at college a few years agp^ 

Before, 
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Before, by a whimfical odd fort of fate. 

And fome family loflcs, too long to relate. 

In Europe my views of profperity ceas'd, 

And chance fent me forth to my friends in the Eaft. 

Mrs. Felix. 
Pray what fort of youths were thefe two modifh men ? 

M O R L B Y. 

You now find them both what they feem*d to me then ; 

Two charaders form'd like mod young men of fafhion, 

Whofe told felfiih pride is their fovereign paflion : 

In each, thb* they 're men of an oppofite turn. 

The fame heart-freezing vanity ftill you difcern. 

To indulge that dear vanity, each ftill difplays 

All the force of his mind, tho* in different ways. 

Thence, in fpihning weak verfe Sapphic's toil never ends. 

And Decifive ne'er flops in deriding his friends j 

Each equally fancies no nymph can refill 

His lips, which he thinks all the Graces have kift, 

Mrs. Felix. 
Perfed knowledge of both your juft pifture has fhown I-— 
The warmth of thefe Lovers diverts me I own. 

G 2 Of 



H 
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Of conqueft each feems to himfelf very clear. 
And feels from his rivals no diffident fear. 
*Tis. eafy to fee from their fatisfied air, 
Each loves his own perfon much more than the Fair. 
But my poor gentle Coz wiflies both at a diftance ; 
And I want to contrive, by your friendly afllftance. 
To relieve her, and quietly fend them from hence 
Without the Knight's knowledge. 

M O R L E Y. 

As neither wants fenfe. 
Can't the Lady pronounce their difmifHon at once. 
Which none can miftake but an impudent dunce ? 

Mrs. Felix. 
This meafure feems eafy indeed at firfl: view ; 
But alas ! 'tis a meafure we dare not purfue. 
Our warm- hearted, whimfical, pofitive Knight, 
Allows not to woman this natural right ; 
And hence my young Friend, in a pitiful cafe, 
iKnows not how to reject what {he ne'er can embrace; 
JioT nothing her Uncle's refentment would fmother. 
Should fhe banifh one fuitor, and not take the other. 

Z M O R L E Y, 
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M O R LB V^ 

Then indeed I am gricv*d for the Lady's diftrefs ;, 
But hovic can I aid her t 

Mrs* Felix;. 

*Tis hard, I confefs. 
To a fudden retreat this bold Pair to oblige,. 
And make two fuch Heroes abandon a fiege ; 
Yet I -wifli we eould do it — and when thejr recede,. 
The departure of both muft. appear, their own deed^ 

M o R L E Ty after a paufe^ 
Well^ — my friendfliip for you. has Aiggefted a fcheme*. 

M.r s. F'e LI X, 
*Tis a fervice our hearts will for ever eileem^ 
But what is your projed ? 

M or L B Y4 

Don't queflibn me what^ 
Left you think me a fool for too fimple a plot: 
'Tis fimple, and yet I would venture my life 
It will drive from thefe Beaus all the thoughts of a Wife >, 
And if my fcheme prdfpers,! with Joy I'll confefs 
What a whimfical trifle prodiic'd oiirfuccefs- 

MK>:ti. 
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Mn. 8. Felix. 
Well, keep your own fecret, if ifilence is beft ; 
Tho' a woman, for once I *11 in ignorance reft. — • 
Here comes our friend Sapptic^^he feems in a flurry. 

M o R L E y. 
His ftep ftiews indeed a poetical hurry. 
And we fliall be callM in as Goifips, fair nei^bour. 
For by the Bard's buftle his Mufe is in labour; 

Enter Sapphic. 
Sapphic 
Dear Ma'ani } aaay I aft: yoii for paper and ihlt, 
Left a {reihjeu d'efprit in oblivion fliould fink ? 
For when my free fancy has brought forth my verfe, 
My treacherous memory proves a^ bad nurfe, 

Mrs. Felix. 
O pray ! for your Mufe let us rear her young chit. 
For the bantlihg no doubt muft Have fpirit and wit ; 
As a cradle to hold it^ I- beg you Ui take that^ 

(^ving him a pdf$r») 
And your Friend here will aid yda in dreflliig the Brat ; 
At a rite fo importaht I nlicrit na j^l^ce^ 
And I beg to withdraw while you *re wafhing its face. 

{Exit, 

S A f P H I C. 



Sapphic. 
That *s a charming gay Creature — ^luxuriant aijd young-r^ 
But IVe loft Haifa ftanza — th^ 4e^uce t;^c her tongue ;rrr 
Let me fee — let mfe fee if \ gan *ti cepcd^le^ it. — 
'Tis done ; — and now, Morley, pray hear or infped it.. 

Morley. 
The Poet himfelf his own vearfe fhould recite 

Sap EH I c. 
You *re a fenfible fellow — ^your inaxim is right. 

(Reads.) 
•* Thy old Arcadia, Pan, refign, 

** For this more rich retreat : 
** A fairer nymph here decks thy fhrine ;, 

" Be this thy fav'rite feat.** 

Well,my Friend, won't thishring the old God out of Greece? 

Morley. 
Aye, and make good Sir Nicholas give you his Niece. 

Sapphic. 
Yes, I fancy this ftanza will make the Girl mine. 

Morley. 
What Poet can wifii for a prize more divine ? 

1 ' I give 
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I give you much joy on your conqucft, my Friend ; 
Yet the eyes of regret on your nuptials I bend. 
And grieve in reflecting, that conjugal joy 
Your poetical harveft of Fame muft deftroy. 

'Sapphic. ' ^ 

What the deuce, do you mean? 

Mo RLE Y. 

To thofe great works adieu 
Which the world how expeds with impatience from you. 
The Poet when bleft can no more be fublime, 
And a chill matrimonial mud flrike thro* his rhyme. 

Sapphic 
You*re miftaken, dear Dodor — connubial delight 
Will give a new zeft to each poem I write; 
And you *11 fee fuch productions ! — 

M o R L E y, 

'Tis true, now and then 
Polemics by marriage have quicken'd their pen. 
A Dutch Critic I know, by the aid of his Wife, 
Made a book and a child every year of his life. 
But total feclufion from Venus and Bacchus, 
Is, you know, to the Bard recommended by Flaccus. 

A grand 
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A grand epic poem I hear you are writing ; 

'Tis a work, that your country will take great delight in : 

But confider, my Friend, when you *re deep in heroics, 

As Poets have not all the patience of Stoics, 

How you '11 grieve to be check*d in the flow of your verfe, 

By a young fqualling child and an old fcolding nurfe ; 

E'en the qualms of your Lady may drive from your brain 

Fine thoughts that you ne'er can recover again ; 

Refled how you '11 feel, with fuch hopes of fucceeding. 

If your Mufefliould mifcarry becaufe your Wife's breeding. 

Sapphic 
Egad, in that cafe I fliould think my fate hard, 

M OR LEY, 

I myfelf have beheld an unfortunate Bard, 
Who his nails for a rhyme unfuccefsfuUy bit. 
When family cares had extinguifh'd his wit. 
With many who flng in the Mule's full choir, 
It would do them no mifchief to muffle their lyre ; 
But for you, whom the Nine, with a tender prefage. 
Are prepar'd to proclaim the firft Bard of our age ; 
For you, who of Tafte are the favourite theme — 

Sapphic 
Yes, I think I ftand high in the public efteem. — 

H MORLEY. 
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M o R L E y, ^ 
For you, I fhould grieve if domeftic delight 
On your fair rifing laurels lliould fall as a blight. 
'Tis the pride of great minds whom the Mufes inflame. 
To facrifice joy on the altar of Fame : 
Your paffion's renown — of this Girl are you fonder ? — 
On this delicate point I muft leave you to ponder ; 
Confider it, while I attend the old Knight. [^at/V, 

Sapphic alone (after a paufe.) 

By Jove, I believe my friend Morley is right. 

Thou, Fame, art my Miftrefs ; to win thee I fing. 

This Girl, tho' fhe 's handfome, is but a dull thing. 

'Tis clear, whenfoe'er I a poem rehearfe. 

That fhc has no relifh for elegant verfe. — 

Her fortune indeed would be rather convenient. 

But the glorious to me is before the expedient. 

Egad I 'd quit Venus herfelf, if I knew 

That the fyftem of Morley was certainly true. 

I don't think the Girl to Decifive inclin'd ; 

But here comes her Maid, who may tell me her mind.. 

Eftter Jenny, 

My good little Jenny, you 're trufty and true, 

And your Miftrefs, I know, tells h^r fecrcts to you. 

What 
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What you know, to a friend you may fafely impart, 
And give mc a pcrfe<9: account of her heart : 
Pray how do I (land in your Lady's regard ? 

J E N N*y. 
Now 's my time to be even with this faucy Bard, (ajide.) 
To be fure, Sir, the tafte of my Lady is odd ; 
But poetry moves her no more than a clod. 

Sapphic. 
What ! no relifli for rhyme ! — Does fhe never repeat 
The foft little fonncts I 've laid at her feet ? 

Jenny, 
Ah, Sir ! would my Miftrefs were once of my mind, 
(For I read all the verfes of yours that I find) 
But my Lady '& fo cruel fhe thwarts my defire, 
And to hide them from me throws them into the fire. 

S A P P H I c. 
She's a fool— fhe *s a fool (afide.) — I fhould ha.ve» finelifej 
With fuch a profaic dull jade of a wife. 

Jenny, 
But, my gbod 5ir, Ilippe you will not be deje<Sted, 
I could tell you by whom all your wit is refpeded. 

H 2 There's 
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There's a heart upon which you have made fuch imprcflloa— 
But I muft not betray her by my indifcretioh. 

Sapphic. 
Whom d'ye mean, my good Jenny ? come, tell me, my dear* 

Jenny. 
You would make a bad ufe of the fecret I fear. — 
Now I hope I fhall lead the Bard into a fcrape, (ajidej 
For he bites like a Gudgeon, and cannot efcape. 

Sapphic 
Come, Jay who 's in love with me — if (he is fair, 
I '11 not leave the dear creature, I vow, to defpair. 

Jenny. 

lud I I proteft {he is coming this way ; 
But I did not intend her regard to betray. 

1 muft fly — but I beg that you '11 not be too free. \^Exit* 

Sapphic 
Madam Felix 1 — I thought fhe was partial to nic 

Enter Mrs. Felix. 
Mrs. Felix. 
May I enter without incommoding the Muie ? . r 

Sapphic 
By a queftion like this your own charms you abule. 

Thofe 
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Thofe eyes, my dear Madam, were form'd, I profefs, 

To infpirit a Poet, and not to deprefs ; 

From your prefence he furely muft catch infpiration. 

Mrs. Felix, 

A very poetical fine falutation \ 

But I ferioufly beg, if you 're bufy with rhyme. 

That you will not allow me to take up your time^ 

As I'm not Selina, you're free from reftri<aiony 

And may tell me plain truths, unembcllifh'd with fidlion* 

Sapphic, 

Then I fwear, my dear Creature, I fwear by this hand. 

That I feel as I touch it my genius expand^ 

That your lips — O by Jove I he 's a madman or booby, 

Who roves to the Indies for diamond or ruby 5 

And each vein in my heart hi« flrange folly condemns,. 

Who leaves thcfe nK>re bright and more exquifite gems* 

Sweet Fair I let me keep> while their richnefs I praife. 

The cold damp of negkd from o*ercloudii^ their rays^ 

(While Mr. Sapphic kijif Mrs. Felix with- great 
vehemence^ Jenny enters unperceived,) 

Jenny. 

O ho I — have I caught you ;, impertinent FoetE 

This, is more than I hop'd for— my Matter fhall know ft* 

GooJ 
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M R R. F E L^I X. 

Good God ! Mr. Sapphic, what frantic illufion 

Has produced this ridiculous fcene of confufion ? 

All Poets are Quixotes in love, I am told ; 

And the truth of the adage in you I behold. 

As the Knight once miftook an old mill for a giant. 

Your fenfe as diforder'd, your fancy as pliant, 

Takes me for ray Couiin — ^your love's ebullition 

I only can pardon on this fuppofition. 

I fain would fuppofe that no infult was meant, 

Nor believe you could think, what I ought to refent. 

Sapphic 
O J talk not of anger with lips that infpirc 
The ftrongell feniation of rapturous fire. 
That with love's fweet convulfions (hake every nerve : 
O ! think not that I your refentment deferve ; 
Becaufe my warm heart, thus engrofs'd by your charms. 
Is ambitious of filling thefe dear empty arms.. * 

No, let me while baflcing beneath yoyr bright eye, 
The place of a thanklefs' defertcr fupplj^ ; 
And in this melting breail kindle ecftacy's flame. 
Which Nature defign'd for fo glowing a frame. 

' ' • ' Mrs, 
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Mr s. F E Lix» 
Away, Sir ! and fince in your fondling infanity 
You rejed the excufe which I form'd for your vanity. 
My threats muft inform you — 

Sapphic. 

O I frown not, fweet Creature; 
Let not wrath fpoil the charm of thy every feature. 

M R s, Felix.. 
Regain you your fenfe — from my wrath, you are free,. 
Which fhould not be rais'd by a being like thee ; 
Begone then I — my pardon in vain you 'II implore. 
If you dare on this fubjedt to breathe a word mora 

Sapphic. 
Words, indeed, my warm fair one, by Nature's confc/Hon, 
For the love that I feel, are no proper expreffion ; 
The foul's fond intent in foft murmurs fliould' fwell^ 
And kifles explain what no language can tell. 
Ye Gods, how luxuriant ! 

M R s^ Felix. 

. Away I quit my aria t 
Or my cric& in an inftant the Boufe fhall alarm. 

Sapphic. 
Provoking fweet Creature ! — indulge my fond paflion j 
Come, come, don 't I know you 're a womaa of fafl^ion ? 

a Your 
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Your coynefs, I 've heard, you can fometimes give over ; 
And I *m fure you 're too wife to be true to a rover. 
Befides, I have learnt, that with partial regard 
You have call a kind eye on your ill-treated Bard. 

Mrs. Felix. 
Away 1 thou vain coxcomb ! nor, bafe as thou art, 
Infult the bright Lord of fo loyal a heart ; 
Begone I — I abhor thee — my perfon releafe 1 — 

Sir Nicholas, entering. 
Is it thus, my young Sir, you pay court to my Niece I 

Sapphic. 
Confufion ! What devil has fent the old Knight ? 

Sir N I c-H o l as. 
How dare you, pert Stripling, almoft in my fight 
To infult a chafte Female that's under my roof ?— • 
But fince of your bafenefs you give me fuch proof, 
You (hall feci it repaid by a proper corredion, 

Sa p p H I c (afide.) 
Deuce take this perverfe and unlucky deteftion : 
I wifli I had wifely, as Morley had taught me, 
Renounc'd that jade Venus before he thus caught me. 
What excufe can I make him ? — (To Sir Nicholas} My 

dear worthy Sir, 
Tho' I now feem moft juftly your wrath tp incur, 

Yet 
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Yet as you grow cool., your opinion will vary, 
You will not refent much ^n idle vagary, 
A mere romping frolic-— 

SirNicholas. 

A frolic, d*yc fay 1 
Then a frolic of mine fhall your frolic repay. 
Call our Servants to puniih this frolicfome Spark, 
They (hall drag him acrofs the new pond in the park. 

Sapphic (afidej 
'Tis what he can't mean — yet his countenance fuch is, 
I wifli from my foul I was out of his clutches.-— 

(To Sir Nicholas.) 
Dear Sir, I afTure you, I *m gricv'd beyond meafure 
That I thus have awaken'd your furious difpleafure ; 
When calmer— 

Sir Nicholas. 
Young Man, I xim not in a fury, 
A fentence more juft never came from a jury ; 
Such frolics as yours have Old England difgrac'd t 
In High Life let them flourifh as Fafliion and Tafte. 
To thofe wanton young fellows I am not fevere. 
Who attack the loofe Wife of a vain gambling Peer. 

I My 
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My Lady whofe Lord waftes at Hazard the nighty 
May pkad to more generous pleafures fome right j 
I care not how each keeps their conjugal oath. 
Since honour and peace mufl be Grangers to both^ 
But when a brave Soldier, pure Glory's true fon,, 
Ennobled with laurels laboriously woiij. 
When rHking in far diflant climates his li^e, 
To his Country he leaves a fair innocent Wife ;. 
Accurft be the man, who, to Friendship unjuft. 
Fails to guard as his foul this mofl delicate truft ; 
Or to punifh thofe Fops who infult her chafte beairty,, 
And invite her to fwerve from her honour and duty* 
Of the doom that I think to fuch Libertines due,. 
1 will give to the world an example in yoKu. 
Our old Englifh difcipline, Ducking, by nanie,. 
Shall atone for your outrage, by quenching your flame- 
Here I Williaiii and John — 

M'fts. Fe lix. 

For my fake,, I iiitreat 
Th&t ye^tt wyinot, dear Sir,, this loi^h vengeance coinpleat^ 

Sir Nicholas* 
By Jupiter, Coufin, to make him fefs fond. 
He QxsM croak out his Love to the frogs of our pond. — >■ 

Hcrcj, 
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Here, William ! tell Jack after Stephen to ikip, 
And tell the old Huntfman to come with his whip^ 
Then wait all together around the h^l door* 

Sapphic. 
O mercy, dear Sir 1 I your mercy implore. 
You will not dcftroy me ? 

Sm Nicholas. 

No, only corred, 
And teach you a brave Soldier's Wife to refped. 

Mrs* Peux, 
Yet think, my dear Coufin, yet think, for my fake, 
What a noife this ridiculous matter will make. 
You know thiat my Felix's nature is fuch. 
He don't wiih his Wife to be talk*d of too much | 
His honour and q\|iet let. us make pur, care. 
And bury in filence this foojiih ai&ir : 
Perhaps, in my manners too eafy and ^a^, 
My levity Jed the young Poet aflray» 

Sin NlCHOLA«. 

No, n(>] my good Creature, you muft act arridgil 
Your innocent felf in a bufinefs (6 plain 1 

I a Befides, 
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Belides, his offence by this plea cannot fink, 
For they are the worft of all puppies that think 
Each woman "s a wanton who is not precife, 
And that cheerfulnefs mufl be the herald of vice^K 

Mrs. Felix. 
ttowe'er this may be — as he *s now all repentance,, 
I earneftly beg a repeal of your fentence. 

Sapphic. 
pear Ma'am- 1 adore you fbr this interceflion.; 
And I truft the good Knight will forgive my tranfgreilTon:.. 

Sir Nicholas; 
Well, Sir, as beyond your defert you 're befriended 
By that virtue which you have fo grofely bifendcd'. 
You are free to depart ; but remember, young Swain,, - 
That you ne^er touch the Wife of a Soldier againv 

• • • r 

Sapphic. 
If I do, may I die by the wind of a ball f 
Heaven blefs you, good Folks, and this fociable hall t 
Since my amorous folly your friendfhip thus lofes, 
My amours fhall henceforth be confinM to the MuCes. 

[Extf. 

Mrs, 



A COMEDY, IN RHYME. 6i 

Mrs. FbX'IX. 
I thank you, dear Sir, and rejoice in my heart 
That in fafety yon *ve fufFer'd this Youth to d«part. 

Sir Nicholas* 
By Jupiter, Coz, I had cooFd your warm Poet, 
Had I not been afraid aH our neighbours might know it, 
And make you the fubjed of fuch converfation 
As I think your nice Colonel would h^ar with vexation; 
Then, flnce for your fake I have let the Basd go,, 
Come and aid me to fettle all matters below : 
That my anxious cares in her comfc^ may ceale^ 
I'^m reiblv'd young Decii&Ye ihall marry my Niece. 



End of ACT n. 



ACT 
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A C T IIL 

SCENE L 

Enter Mrs. Felix i;iHd S^i^a* 

Mrs. Fbi.ix< 

WE L L, my <lear, what d* ye think of pur 'inedical 
Friend 
Whom the letters of Pelix fo highly commend ? 
If my gratitude does not my judgment miQead, 
He 's the man in the world who with you might fucceed : 
Tho' gentle, yet manly, tho' bafliful, polite. 
Are you not half in love ? — 

3b LIN A. 

Yes, indeed, at firft fight I— 
His fervice to you on my heart is engrav'd. 
And I love him, I own, for the life he has fav'd. 
To win me perhaps he might not find it hard, 
So eftee'm'd as he is by the friends I regard ; 
But I fancy fuch thoughts will not enter his brain : 
And for my part, inftead of attrading a Swain, 

I I only 



^ 
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I only {hall think, as they heartily vex me, 

Of efcaping from thofe who already perplex me, 

Mrs. Felix. 
O make yoiirfelf cafy, I pray, on that head ; 
In the deepeft difgrace the poor Poet is fled. 
And I truft that the Critic will foon (hare his fate. 
Come with me — I 've a moft curious tale to relate. 
Let us hafte— I perceive that Decifive is near. 
In whoie prefent difc6in!le-i would not interfere. 

[^Exeunt* 
Enter Decifive and Morley. 

D S C I S I V Br 

So while in the grove I was cooly .prcjeifting 

New plans for the temple the Knight is ereding,, 

Our Poet, addided to amorous 'finy 

Grew'a little too fond ^ the Ladicirwtthinr. ." ^ 

But difcovery happened his paffion tb'dainp;; : 

And this is the caufc|<of his hafie to de^mp» 

Morley. 
The old Knight, I beiiciiey fufch refentment exprefs'd 
As quicken d the fpe«l <if ^is^: fugitive rgaeft;, 
I . . V* Om 
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On Terror's fwift wing he is certainly flown, 
And as he has retreated, the field is your own. 

De CI 8 I V B. 

As a rival I had not much fear of poor Sapphic ; 
Bad rhyme 's current coin in moft amorous traiHc, 
But would not pafs here. 

M o R I. B V. 

I think not in your view. 
As It finds fuch a critical touchftone in you. 
The Poet's difmiflion your triumph enfures, 
And the prize, my good Friend, is now certainly yours ; 
A prize, that we juftly may call very great^ 
A lovely fweet Girl with a noble eftate. 

Decisive. 
The Girl's very well, but knows nothing of life ; 
It will coft me fome pains to new model my Wife ; * 
But I think ibc will gladly receive my corredion, 
And my wealthy old Kinfman approve the connexion. 

(Coughs,) 

M<>RLEy. 

You *vc a.cough) my good Friend, 

Dtcisivt. 
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Decisive. 

Yes, a trifling one : Hem ! 
Have you got any Indian prefcription for phlegm ? 

M o RL E y. 
Believe me, that cough is no trifling aflfair 5 
It calls, I aflTure you, for caution and care. 
With regret I point out To unpleafant a truth, 
But yourconftitution I've known from your youth ; 
Your he£tic appearance I lee with concern. 
As I know, with your frame if health takes fuch a turn, 
The leafl: indifcretion your life may deftroy. 
The flighted excefs in diverfion and joy ; 
Even thofc tender cares, which on life's pureft plan 
Mud belong to the date of a Family Man, 
May lead to difeafe from which art cannot fave. 
And rapidly hurry you into the grave. 
'Twere better this courtfliip of yours fliould mifcarry. 
For you'll certainly die in fix months if you marry. 

' .X)ecisive. 
Are you ferious, dear Dodor ? ~ 

Mo*LE y. 

By fuch a fad end 
I lately have loft a poor good-humour'd friend. 

K You 
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You remember Jack Dangle at College, no doubt ; 

He was juft of your age, and a little more ftout ; 

He, with other young fages, left Weftminfter Hall 

To teach Englifli law to the flaves of Bengal. 

But Jack, in his new chamber-pradlice at lead, 

Too eagerly folio w'd the rules of the Eaft. 

A bad cough enfu'd, much like yours in its found — 

(Decifive coughs.) 
Good God \ I could fwear 'twas poor Jack under ground, 

•Tis his tone fo exadly, icpulchral and hollow 1 ; 
The fyftem he flighted I hope you will follow. 
With pains in his breafl he was ^arply tormented; 
But as he at firft to my guidance con%ited, . .; 

Some time my ftrid regimen kept him alive, ... ' 

Poor Dangle once more was beginning to thrive J 
And had he fome months in niy plan perfeyer'd, , r, , 
On the earth at this moment he might haVe.appegr'd;, 
But chance threw a pretty white girl, in .hi$ way> 
And eager for marriage, fond Jack would not ftay : 
In vain I conjur'd him to wait half a year, . • 
And fliew*d him the danger he ran very clear. 

7 He 
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He thought the remain* of his cough but a trifle, 
And being unable his paffiori to ftifle, 
He took his fair wife ;— but, alas I the vile cough 
Encreas'd every day till it carried him off I 

Decisive. 
I don*t recoiled any pain in my breafl. 
But I feel a ftrange tightnefs juft now in my cheft. 

M O R L E Y. 

How *s your ftomach ? 

DECISiyE. 

I ' ve nothing to fear on that fcofe. 
Mo R L E y. 
Do you eat as ycm did ? ' 

Decis ive. 

■ - ■ '■ Yes, I think rather more. 
' MorleV. ' - ■ ^ * 
That ravenous hiih^er *8 the thing that I dread. ' 

How d'ye fleep ? 

•' •' ■■•'■D"EctsivBi •- '•' " ■ ■ ' '■ • ■ ••■• 

' ' All' the time that T pafs in iftiy bed. .- 

». 

K2 MoRtEY, 
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MOUXBY, .. 

. Indeed ! — I don't like fo lethargic a {lumber. 

Decisive. 
Why ! my Friend ! of good fymptoms thefe rank in the 
number. 

M o R L E Y. 

Alas ! you may call them all good if you pleafe. 
By that title you only confirm your difeafe. 
In which, tho' the patient declines very faft. 
He for ever will flatter himfelf to the laft. 
Believe me, your fymptoms are rather alarming, 
Yet your prefent difordcr there is not much harm in* 
If you can but abftain, with a fpirit refign'd,. 
From all that may harrafs your body or mind. 
To a dificrent climate I wifh you 'd repair. 
And for one Winter breathe a leis changeable air. 
Spend a Cbri{la;ias at Naples, and when you return. 
You may marry without any anxious concern.. 
But you *re now at that; critical period of life 
When, in fueh.: Barnes as youcs,. nature feels an odd 
ftrife. 

And 
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And, if *quiet does not all her fundions befriend, 

The ihort earthly fcene on a fudden will end. 

On a point fo important you '11 pardon my freedom* 

Decisive. 
Your cautions oblige me, I feel that I need 'em. 
For in truth I am growing as thin as a rabbit. 
And there 's fomething confumptive I know in my habits 
My Father died foon after taking a Wife, 
And cough'd out his foul when I jump'd into life t 
I fuppofe I am going* 

M o K L e: y^ 
Take courage, my Friend" j 
On your own prudent condud: your life will depend.. 
If you take but due care for two years, I'll engage 
You will ftand a fair chance for a healthy old age* 
Nor would I advife you this Girl to refufe, 
A diflant attachment your mind will amufe ; 
And, no doubt, for a man of your fortune and figure 
She will wait till your health has recover'd. its vigour*. 

Decisive. 
I can part with the Girl without feeling a chafm 
In my heart ; that will fhake with no amorous fpafm ;, 

For 
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For, to tell you the truth, my old rich Uncle Cob 
Is more eager than I for this marrying job. 
By this fcheme the old Blade is fupremely delighted, 
Becaufe two large manors, may thus be united : 
But when of his park I Ve extended the bound, 
It will do me fmall good if I fink under ground ; 
And I 'm not fuch a fool in thefe proje^s of pelf, 
To humour my friends, and endanger myfelf. 

MOR LE Y. 

Indeed I 'd not wed for an old Uncle's whim ; 

But here comes our Knight, I (hall leave you with him. 

As I think you Ve fome delicate points to adjuft. [^Exit, 

Decisivb, alone* 
I 'm in no hafte to ileep with my Anceftors' duft. 
'Tis wifer my weak conftitution to fave. 
Than to marry, and fo travel poft to the grave. 

Enter Sir Nicholas. 
SirNicholas. 
Come, give meyourhand, andrejoice, my young Neighbour, 
You *re the man that 's to order the pipe and the tabor 5 
And by Jove we '11 all dance on (o joyous a day ; 
Your wedding, dear Dick, fhall be fpeedy and gay ; 

For 
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For your Rival is gone with our Terious difpleafure, 

And I give to your wiflies my young lovely Xreafure. — 

A treafure fhe is, tho* the Girl is my Niece ; 

Heaven grant ye long years of afFedion and peace ! 

And a fine chopping Boy ere the end of the firft— • 

Remember that I am to fee the rogue nursM. 

Go, you happy young dog, go and feal with a kifs. 

And teach the old hall to re-echoe your blifs. 

As I know on this match what Sir Jacob intends. 

And we can fo well trufl each other as friends. 

Short cdntradls will anfwer as well as the beft, 

Our lawyer3 at leifure may finifh the reft. 

I know all fufpence in fuch cafes is hard, 

And you fliall not, I fwear, from your blifs be debar'd,. 

While o*er acres of parchment they're crawling like fnails* 

Decisive. 
Dear Sir, upon weighing in Reafon's juft fcales 
Your very great favours and my weak pretenfion„ 
I find I'm unworthy of fuch condefcenfion^ 
And muft, with regret, the high honour refign,. 
Which I once vainly thought might with juftice be mine. 

Sl:it 
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Sir Ni chola«. 
Hey-day ! what does all this formality mean ? 
Why, JDick ! has the Devil poITefs'd yon with fpleen ? 
Or has Love made your mind thus with diffidence fore ? 
Falfe modefty ne'er wa« your foible before. 
You think you 're unworthy 1— the thought is fo new, 
That I hardly can tell what to fay or to do. 
If you love tl>e good Girl full as much as you faid, 
I think you have very juft claims to her bed ; 
But if your mind 's chang'd, and you feel your love lighter, 
'Tis better >to fay fo, than marry and flight her : 
And if this be the cafe, Sir, you have your releafe ; 
For altho' I am eager to marry my Niece, 
Tho* I *m partial to you, yet I beg you to note, 
Ttat I don *t want to cram her down any man*s throat. 

Decisive. 
I 'm truly convinc*d of the Lady's perfedion. 
And 'twould pleafe me, dear Sir, to preferve the con- 
nexion, 
Tho' now, by particular reafons, am led 
To revifit the Continent once ere I wed. 

In 
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In the time of my abfence I can't be ex^d ; 

But in what form you pleafe I will freely contrad, 

In the courfe of two years to receive as my Wife — 

Sir Nicholas. 
Bo you mean to infult me, you Puppy ? Od's-life I 
Ere I 'd tie my dear Girl to fo filly a Fop 
» For life, I 'd condemn her to trundle a mop. 
And let me advife you, young man, for the future, 
To know your own mind ere you go as a fuitor. 

Decisive. 
I perceive. Sir, my prefence grows irkfome to you. 
And you '11 therefore allow me to bid you adieu. 

S I R Nicholas. 
Your departure, indeed, I don't wifli to reftrain. 
And have* little concern when I fee you again. 

[^ExU Decifive. 
Sir Nicholas a/om. 
What can make this pert Puppy recede from his fuit? 
My fair Coufin and he have fcarce had a difpute ; 
She would hardly afFront him on purpofe to vex me I— 
Here fhe comes to explain all the points that perplex me. 

L Ehter 
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Enttr Mrs. Felix. 
Well, Coufin, my fcheme for a wedding 's fufpended, 
'the Beaux are both gone, and their courtfhip is ended j 
With an air fo myfterious Decifive withdraws, 
I a little fufpedfc you *re concern'd as the caufe : 
Confefs, have you had any words with this Youth ? 

Mrs. Felix. 
Not I, my dear Sir, on my honour and truth. 
But I'm ready to own that the news you impart, 
With furprize and with pleafure enlivens my heart. 
I think your fweet Niece has a lucky efcape : 
I would almofl: as foon fee her marry an ape 
As her union with one of thefe Coxcombs behold ; 
The Bard is too warm, and the Critic too cold. 

Si R Nicholas. 
I find that they are not fuch Lads as I thought *em ; 
The World all the worft of its fafliions has taught *em : 
And the World is indeed at a very fine pafs. 
When fuch Puppies infult fo attra<ftive a Lafs. 
Young Fellows of fortune now think it hard duty 
To pay a chafte homage to Virtue and Beauty. 

lo But 
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But I *11 leave thefe pert Fops to their own vile caprice. 
And foon find a much fitter match for my Niece. . 
Other orders of men for a hufband 1 11 fearch. 
And I think I can fettle my Girl in the Church. 

Mrs. Felix. 
Lord, Coufin I I thought you detefted the Cloth ! 

Sir Nicholas. 
Our Reftor, I own, often kindles- my wrath ; 
But all Parfons are pot like my neighbour, old Squabble, 
Who has learnt from his geefe both to hifs and to gobble. 
We have in our neighbourhood three young Divines, 
And each, I believe, to Selina inclines. 
Our 5ifliop's fmart Nephew defcrves a fWeet Wench, \ 
He himfelf in due time may be rais'd to the Bench ; 
With him 1 (hould like very well to unite her ; 
And if he hereafter fhould rife to the Mitre, 
Then perhaps we together may bring to perfedion ^ 
A much-wanted plan for the Church's corredion. 

Mrs. Felix. 
A very fine fcheme which you '11 manage, no doubt ! 

Sir Nicholas. 
More wonderful things I have known brought about ; 

L 2 And 
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And tho* my firft plan, as you fee, has mifcarried, 
I 'm refolv'd that my Niece fhall be fpcedily married. 
I '11 unite the good Girl to a Prieft, if I 'm able ; 
For the young Olive Branch never fails at his table. 
There is one I prefer — but to leave the Girl free, 
I allovir her to make a fair choice of the Three : 
I {hall therefore invite the whole group to the hall, 
And I *11 now go and make her write cards to them all. 

Mrs. Felix alone. 
What a wonderful creature is this worthy Knight I 
To make others happy is all his delight ! 
Yet, milled by fome wild philanthropic illufion, 
He 's for ever involv'd in odd fcenes of confufion. 
'Tis well that our Critic has made his laft-bow, 
I rejoice he 's remov'd, and I long to know how. 

Enter Morley. 
M o R L E Y. 

Thank my ftars, my dear Ma*am, I *ve difpatch'd your 

commifHon ; 
Your fweet Friend is, I hope, in a tranquil condition : 
From her two irkfome Lovers fhe now is relieved. 

Mrs. 
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Mr s. Fe lix. 
And I *m dying to know how all this was atchiev'd. 
Come tell me, good Creature, how could you eded it ? 

Mo R LE Y, 

By a projed: (6 fimple you *d never fufped it : 

I have banifli'd both Swains, by declaring a Wife 

Would rob one of glory, and t* other of life^ 

I perfuaded the Bard his poetical fame 

Could never exift with a conjugal flame : 

Hence he grew with your charms fo licentioufly free. 

But forgive me this ill which I could not forefee. 

Decifive, more wifely, abandons the Fair 

To make his own lungs his particular care. 

Mrs. Felix. 
What ! on fuch points as thefe have they taken your word ? 

M o r L E Y. 
Dear Madam I mankind credit things moil abfurd, 
When they come from the mouth of a medical 'man ; 
Hence Mountebanks never want flcill to trepan. 
The extent of our empire indeed there 's no feeing,. 
When we ad on the fears of a true felfifli being, 

Mrs»^ 
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Mrs. Felix. 
How fimple foever the means you Ve employed, 
You have remedy *d ills by which we were annoy 'd« 
Having thusclear'd the fcene from each troublcfome Lover, 
Can you not for the Nymph a fit Hufband difcover ? 
You fee how ilie's preft by her Uncle to wed, 
Who ne'er quits a fcheme he once takes in his head.— • 
Suppofe her kind fancy fhoiild lean towards you. 
Is your heart quite as free as I 'm fure 'twould be true ? 
Is it not pre-engag'd ? 

M o R L B Y. 

As in mirth's fportive fally 
It plcafes you thus a poor pilgrim to rally, 
Your good nature I know will forgive me if I 
To your plealantry make a too ferious reply, 
'Tis my maxim to fpeak, whatfoe'er be the theme. 
With a heart undifguis'd to the friends I efteem : 
Had I all India's wealth, 'twould be my inclination 
To offer it all to your lovely Relation. 
But fuppofing it poffible you could be willing 
To unite her with one who is fcarce worth a ihilling; 
< BeKeve 
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Believe me, dear Madam, mj pride is too great 
To wifti her to ftoop to my humWie cftate* 

• Mrs. Felix. 
Such pride, tho' it rcfts upon na ftrong, foundation. 
Is noble,. I own, and deferves admiration. 
I call it ill-founded, becaufe, in my mind. 
If there *s fortune enough for a couple when join'd. 
If talents and worth are by each duly fhar'd, 
If in all other points they are equally paired. 
And mutual regard mutual merit enhances. 
It {igniHes not which fupply'd their finances* 

M ORLE Y. 

Your pardon — how often when fortune 's unequal^ 
Gay weddings produce a mod turbulent fequel ? 
But could I once hope your fwcet Coufin to gain, 
How many things are there fuch hopes to reftrain T 
Suppofe your dear Colonel, my moft noble Friend, 
Whom fuccefs to your arms may more fpeedily fend I 
Suppofe, having clos'd the bright work he has planed,, 
His return from the Eaft he fhould haften by land ; 
Suppofe him arriv'd, with what face could I meet 
The man whom my heart fhould exultingly greet, 



n 
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If he found me attempting, m fpite of my ftation, 
To wed, tho' a beggar, your wealthy Relation ? 

M R-s. Felix,- 
From thefe words, my dear Friend, which I almoft adore, 
And a few /lighter hints that efqap'd you before, 
I have caught a quick hope, which is fraught with delight. 
That I foon fliall be bleft with my Felix's fight : 
I begin to fufpeQ: he's in England already ; 
-I perceive that you can't keep your countenance fteady. 
With his ufual attention his love has refleded 
How my poor foolifh nerves by furprife are affected ; 
And left they fliould fail me beyond all revival, 
Has fentyou to prepare for his wifh'd-for arrival. 
Am I right in my guefs ? Is he not very near ? 
Could I truft my own heart, I fhould think Felix here^ 

Colonel Felix, entering. 
Sweet Forieboder, behold him reftor'd to your arms. 

Mrs. Felix. 
O my Felix I this tranfport d'erpays all alarms. 
Thus to fee thee reftor'd, and ennobled with fame I 
In what words fliall affedion thy welcome proclaim ? 

Colonel, 
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G O L O N E L. 

My Love I my beft Treafure ! than glory more dear ! 
The blifs of this meeting, which (hincs in thy tear, 
That we owe to this Friend let us never forget. 

M O R L E Y. 

My fliare in your tranfport overpays all the debt. — 
But, Colonel, your fondnefs has travell'd full fpeed, 
And has not allow*d me the time you agreed. 

Colonel. 
I meant not, indeed, to have join'd you to-day, 
But I found Love forbade my intended delay. 

M o R L E Y. 

Well, my duty is done, now you happily meet ; 
Heaven blefs you together — 

Mr s. Felix. 

Stay, ftay, I entreat ; 
You muft not go yet, and before you depart 
I will open to Felix the fcheme of my heart* 

S E L I N A (behind the fcene.) 
Indeed, Sir, I never can write fuch a card. 

Sir Nicholas (behind the fcene.) 
Then you '11 forfeit at once my paternal regard ! 

• . - M> C <J L N E L». 
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Colonel^ 
Hey-day I in the houfe I much fear fomething 's wrong,. 
As Sir Nicholas talks in a language fo ftrong. 

Mrs. Felix. 
Does he know you are here ? 

Colonel. 

No, my Dear, I think not, 
Unlefs he the tidings from Jenny has got ; 
She alone faw me come, and without much ado 
Moft kindly dirc<9:ed me where to find you. 

Mrs. Felix. 
They are coming this way — let's withdraw all together. 
And contrive how to turn this loud ftorm to fair weather.. 

Enter Sir Nicholas and Selina. 
Sir Nicholas. 
I infift on your writing fuch cards to them all \ 

Selina. 
Dear IJncle, I beg you *11 this order recall. 
You know your commands I much wifli to obey ; 
But reflect on this matter what people will fay : 
You 're fo eager to marry your Niece^ they will fwear^ 
That you hawk her about juft like goods at a fair.. 

Sir N I c ho las. 
Well, my Dear, let 'em fay fo, and I'll fay fo too> • 

For your fimile proves what a Guardian ihould do.. 

S He 
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He who wants to difpofc of a tender young maid. 

May take a good hint from the gingerbread trade : 

If he has any fenfe, 'twill be ever his plan 

To p^rt with foft paftry as foon as he. can ; 

For egad an old maid is like old harden' d paflc, 

You may cry it about, but nobody will tafte. 

Come, do as I bid you, and take up your pen. 

Seli N A. 

Lord, Sir I it will feem very odd to thefe men ; 

You will make me appear in a horrible light ; 

I vow my hand fliakes fo, I never can write. 

Excufe me, dear Sir, from this bufinefs, pray do. 

And let me live fingle for ever with you. 

SirNicholas. 
All bufinefs where woman 's concerned, I believe, 
Muft partake of the curfe from our Grandmother Eve. 
All her Daughters the fteps of their Parent have follow'd! 
Contradidion, the core of the apple flie fwallow'd. 
In their veins flill fermenting new ills can produce. 
And all their blood feems Coloquintida juice.— 
You froward crofs Baggage 1 your word iliould I take. 
And bid you live fingle five years for my fake, 

M 2 Of 
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Of the barbarous Uncle you'd quickly complain, 

Who from Nature's juft right a young GH wou'd reftrain! 

S E L I N A. 

Indeed, Sir, I ftiould not. 

Si R Nl CHOL AS. 

.1 tell you you wou'd. 
From perverfenefs alone you oppofe your own good. 
*Tis only to thwart me, becaufe I defire 
To fee you well fettled before I expire, 
That you now with your foft hypocritical carriage, 
AfFciS to have no inclination to marriage. 
But you '11 never contrive, tho' your tongue may be nimble^ 
To convince me your heart is as cold as your thimble.^ 
J know of what fluff fraward damfels are made, 
The Guardian muft force you who cannot perfuade. 

That you '11 like a good hufband, I never can doubt j 
And married you fliall be before the month *s out. 
Or at leaft your kind Uncle no more you fhall teaze. 
But may e'en go to Rome and turn Nun if you pleafe^ 

S E L 1 N A (afide.) 
\ have loft all the love he has fhewn me for years j 
If I ftrive to reply I fhall burft into tears. 

Sir 
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Sir Nicholas. 
Come, anfwer me, Mifs I will you fcribble or not ? 
Enter the Colonel, Mrs. Felix, and Morley. 
Colonel. 
My worthy old Friend, what can make you fo hot ? 

Sir Nicholas. 
Ha, Colonel I — you find me a little concern'd — 
But I'm heartily glad you are fafely return'd. 
Your arrival indeed is a welcome furprize, 
Tho' before you your fame a bright harbinger flies ; 
We have heard your fuccefs, and we all triumph in it. • 

Colonel. 
I truft I am come in a fortunate minute 
To make all your prefent embarraflment ceafe', 

ft * 

For I bring a young Hufband, my Friend, for your Niece^ 

SirNicholas. 
Egad that *s well faid ; and I 'm fure it *s well meant ; 
And if he 's like you he fliall have my confent. 

Colonel. 
He has many more virtues, and juft as much wealth, 
And from India brings home both his morals and health. 
Here, my Friend, is the Man. — As I owe him my life, 
I wiQi to prefent him fo lovely a Wife ; 

2 Half 
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Half my fortune is his — here I freely declare it. 

And have only to hope that Selina may fhare it. 

I Ve regarded her long as a child of my own ; 

Nor can my affedion more truly be fhown, 

Than by wifliing to place the dear Girl in the arms 

Of the friend whofe rare virtues are worthy her charms. 

M o R L E Y. 

Dear generous Felix, I 'm quite overcome, 
Thy Bounty is fuch, it ftrik.es Gratitude dumb I 

Colonel. 
This was ever, my Friend, my moft fettled intention, 
Though my very juft purpofe I chofe not to mention," 
From the hope I fhould find, what I gladly embrace, 
A moment from which it may borrow. £bme grace. 
When my gift its plain value may rife far above. 
By the aid it affords to the wiflies of Love ; 
And I own, as a prophet I 'm proud of my art. 
Now I fee the effedts of her charms on your heart. 

MOR LEY. 

O Felix I can I thus deprive thy free fpirit 
Of wealth, the reward of heroical merit ? 
Can I the vidorious Commander defpoil 
Of what he has purchased with danger and toil ? 

Should 
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Should love and delight on thy prefent attend, 
I could never be happy in robbing a Friend. 
No, I ftill muft decline — 

Sir Nicholas. 

My dear Boy, fay no more ; 
You 're the match that I never could meet with before, 
I have long fought in vain for an heir to my mind. 
But all my foul wifli'd, in your fpirit I find. 
You fliall not rob your Friend of a fingle * Gold Moor, 
He can raife heirs enough to inherit his ftore : 
To fuch men as himfelf let him hafte to give birth. 
And with twenty young Felix's garnifh the earth. 
How trifling foever your fortune may be. 
From the Colonel's efteem, and the virtues I fee, 
I think you as noble a match for my Niece, 
As I could, had you brought home a new golden £eece r 
I have money enough, if you 're rich in affedlion.— 
As I always have talk'd of an equal connexion. 
My neighbours, perhaps, may fuppofe my fight dim,. 
Or mock my wife choice as a generous whim i 

* An Indian Coin. 

Let 
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Let them ftudy with zeal, which I hope may fucceed, 
Of their horfes and dogs to improve the beft breed ; 
A ftudy more noble engroffes my mind, 
To preferve the firft points in the breed of mankind : 
On the heart and the foul, as the firft points, I dwell, 
In thefe, my dear Children, you match mighty well j 
And I think human nature in debt to my care, 
For uniting two mortals who happily pair. 

Colonel. 
Your hand, my dcaj Knight, it is glorioufly faid ! 

Sir Nicholas. 
By Juno we '11 put the young Couple to bed I 
We'll have no dull delays. — 

Mrs. Felix. 

Now what fay you, my Dear, 
Are thefe orders for marriage too quick and fevere ? - 

M o R L E Y. 

My amazement and gratitude both are extreme, 
But niy voice feems oppreft in a heavenly dream ; 
Though your kindnefs is greater than language can paint, 
I beg this fair hand may be free from conftraint. 

Sir 
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Sir Nicholas. 
From conftiaint I — Gad, if now (he affeds to demur, 
I can tell her my wrath flie will Co far incar. 
She fhall go to a convent for life, or at leaft 
Be fent as a venture herfelf to the Eafl. 

Si LIN A. * 

My Uncle I long have obey'd, and at prcfent 
I cannot complain his commands are unpleafant : 
Nay more; could he place all mankind in my view, 
And bid me chufe from them, my choice would be you. 

MOR L E y. 
To this dear declaration my life mull reply, 
All words arc too weak — 

Sir Nicholas. 

The whole earth I defy. 
To (hew me a fccne more delightful than this ; 
Dear honeft frank Girl, come and give me a kifs ; 
Thou *rt the creature of Nature much more than of Art, 
And I own thee again as the Child of my heart. 

Jonathan, entering and /peaking to the Colonel. 
There are two chefts for you, Sir, juft come to the hall. 

N Colonel. 
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C O L Q N K L. 

A few Ind^n tluifrgsi far the Ladies— that ^s all. 
Pray, Jonathaa, pay thofe who brought them with thisr 

(giving money.) 

MOHLSY. 

My brave lad miifl (hare in our general blifs. 
Here, Jonathan, if yon *re to marriage inclinM^ 
And can luckily meet with a girl to your mindy ' 
You may marry and fettle, as foon^ets yoti pleafd ^ ' 
The Coloskel has taken good care of your eafe. 

Jonathan, 
God blefs hhn, whatever he is pkas'^d r«> beiloW \ 
1 think I have found a kind fweetbeart below. 

Mrs. Felix, 
He has made clK>ice of J'cnny ; — and I will provide 
A fortune, my Friend, for your good-hvmour'd Bri4e» 

S I R N I C H O E A »r 

Egad, they fhall have my new farm on the hill, • 
N^nd raife yowng recruits there as faft as they wilL 

Jon at HAN. 
Heaven profper you all 1 I will pray for you ever. 
And to ferve my King ftill, as I can, I *11 endeavour. 

[Exit, 
5 Sir 
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Sir N I c h o l*a s. 
Well faid, honcft Soldier ; — we'll have no delay, 
Go and tell the old Parfon to keep in the way. 

Colonel. 
Come with me, fair Coufin, examine my chefts ; 
I long to prefent you a few bridal vefts. 

Mrs. F e l I X, /<? Morlcy. 
As we view with delight the events of to-day, 
A fair leffon, my Friend, in your fate we furvcy ; 
While, from love to an aged fond parent, with fpeed 
From vi^ealth's open road you moft kindly recede. 
Heaven fends you that fortune you nobly have flighted. 
And your warm filial piety here is requited ; 
This bright moral truth by your lot is exprcfl, 
** They who feek others' blifs, are by Providence blefl.'* 

Sir Nicholas, /<7 Morlcy. 
Here, my worthy young Friend, take and cherifh this Fair, 
And, truft me, you'll find her deferving your care ; 
For although of her fex fhe may have a fmall fpice. 
She '11 pleafe you ten times where fhe vexes you twice ; 
And happy the man, in this fkirmifhing life. 
Who is able to fay half as much of his Wife, 
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Jt' notice of the cii f ibu's' tcidcY,''' 'inbfe '~ljy ';i 'firel'ary 
anecdote fekting to it» fufcyeca, than ty ahy'intriiific 
mem as a dfamatic eompoiition.* ' , . 

The ftory was recommended to Young by the Author 
of Clarifia. — The poet adopted it:,^ and wrote a nnglc 





committed to t^e flames,' 



Thefe particulars, with a concife ikjctch of the llory 
as related by Richardson, were communicated to Mr. 
Thornton by the poet's very liberal and amiable Son, 
the neighbour and the much-efttem6d relation of my 
dear departed friend, who wifhed me to build a tragedjr 
iipbri 'this foQiidatibn. • j 



c . 



Some particular circuniftanccis jprriventcd me Tat that' 
time from executing the defire of a- perfon, who, from ; 
the mtegrity of his judgment, and the uncommon warmth 

of 
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of his friendfliip, had an undifputed title to influence my 
iludies. — Other works had engaged me, and this dramatic 
ftory lay for fome years negleded : but in looking over 
the letter* pf my ftill-valucd, jtnougfi^oft <^refpbndent, 
it ftruck me with new force. As the diftrefs, with which 
it abounds, is of a private nature, it appeared to me fin- 
gul^rly^palculated for my.purpofe of forming a draipa 
for a, 4<>nieilic theatre. I have thereforp> with fome coii- 
fiderable alterations in the principal incident, raifed from 
it a tragedy of three ads ; with what fuccfefs, it is now , 
the privilege of my readers to pronounce. 

» • • ■ ■ » . ■ . * » ' ' * 

I will not attempt to influence their decifion by any 
arguments in its behalf; but let me be allowed to clpfe 
this fhoft preface with a little poetical acknowledgnicnt 
to the two literary illuftrious friends, who firft marked 
the ftory for the tragic Mufe, and from wliom it has ac- 
cidentally defcended to me. 



.Vv! .,: i. .• 



•■ '- S O N N E T. 

BLEST Authors ! with whofe fame the worl4 has rung, 
Immortal minds, of philanthropic mold I 
Pathfetid RicHARDsoN^i fublimer Young ! 
To you let me.inferibe the leaves, that hold 

V • jTOvn.: - ;;• ..., j'..:- ;:.;:;; ■. . A thejnej. 
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A theme, ye once confulted to unfold 1 
Fairer its fortune, had not death's defpite 
Torn from the ^Jp^c-d hard this tale half-told ! 
O could I blend thofe beams, whofe fep'rate light 
Forms each a glory round your rival brows. 
Sublimity and Pathos 1 effluence bright 
Of higheft genius I — but in vain fuch y6W8 : 
Yet in the reach of emulation's flight ^ 
One eminence ye fhare : — be that my end ! 
Teach me to rank with you, as Virtue's friend I 
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HERNANDEZ, 

LOPEZ. 



MARCELLA. 



Servants, ^c» 
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SCENE 1^ r:3li€ G^^»fmor*sC4ffi^» 

Lupercio and Mascella. 
Marc ELL A, 

LET ardent £riqidfb;ip be the b^ond between us, 
But O fubdue this inaulpicious love, 
And chace it from thy Bread I 

Ly?ERCio. ,. , ^ 

ImpofUble ! 
Think, cruel monitor, thro* what long years . 
My heart has.cheri{li'4 ^n encreaiing pa^fliph, , 
Till it is grown a portion of my being, 
Which I can ne'er relinquifh but with lile 1 
..J O 2 Marcella. 



;.l : '■"•'; i .v' 
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I know, that from our days of infancy 

Thy vows have had the fandion of my father j 

And ifi\?m t^e peri^q. wheti he firft becatiie ^^ 

The governor of this fair city, he 

Has lean'd towards -t h e e ^» ith • o 'ft nui o us hope 

To call thee by the tender name of fon : 

Nor can the world reprovdflis generous jlrifhes, 

For Barcelona's walls contain no youth 

Ofnobler bfefb€!,^d#»1ilgh«j»efttmatian. ll '' .'■ :'.■ « 

.. L U P ^RCI Q. 

Lovely encomiaft ! fure the fongs of fe'raphs. 

And all the wondrous harmdhies or Heaven, 

Can never ftnke more iwcetly on' tne foul, 3 

Than the frank praifeoT thole angelic lips. 

Marcella. ' 
I Should defpife my own uncandia lieart, 
If it rcfus'd that tribute of applaufe 
Which felfilh priJe; and jealous envy pay 
To thy acknowledge merit.— Yes f Lupercioi' 
I own, thy rank| and thy accomplifhM youth, 
Might juftly challenge a return of fondnefa * 






I. 



From 
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From the moft haughty of our flatterM fex ; 
Yet truft me, and I fpeak the words of friend(hip, 
'Twere wifer in thee, even could my tongue 
Pronounce the free compliance thou entreateft^ 
To turn thy partial eyes from cold Marcella, 
And for thy wife folicit me no more. 

hut ERC lO. 

Mock not my fenfes with fuch admonition 

As reafon muft revolt from I Wouldft thou fay 

To the poor wretch, who after many a ftep 

0*er A fric's burning fands,' half dead with drought, 

Holds in his parch'd and eager hand at laft 

The liquid bleilidg, that he long has pin'd for; 

Then wouldfl thou fay, that ^ifdom bids him dafh 

The falutary treafure from his tongue, 

And perifh by the thirft. that waftes his being ? 

Such, and more cruel is thy counfel now, 

That would induce me to renounce thy charms', 

E'en in thefe momehts, when thy father's friendfhip ..^ 

Had fill'd my foul with panting expedation ' • > 

To hear thy heavenly voice declare me happy. 

' -'--y : .:. " ■'■ . \ '. '.-. ■ ■: -; ' .. • 

Marcel LA. 
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Marcel LA. 
I know my father's hopes ; and by his worth 
I fwear, my heart oft wifhcs for the power 
Mod fondly to fulfil them. 

LUPE&CIO. 

Ha 1 what har> 
What fecret bar, from quick-ey'd Love concealed. 
Has envious fortune rais'd to thwart our union ? 
You fay, that you regard me as your friend ; 
Then honour me with friendfhip's deareft claim, 
Unbounded confidence ! — -unfold your heart I— 
If, to cut off the promife of my blifs, 
If there is aUght of unknown fondnefs there^^ 
Which fears a father's eye, confide in me I 
And though againft myfel f 

M A R c B L L A. 

Ingenuous youth f 
Your mind is noble, but you little know 
Marcella*s heart, above all low dilguife. 
Proud of its truth, nor patient of controul. 

L u P E R c I o. 
Pardon the fond furmife of fearful love I 
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As dear, and as cfTential to my being,; 
As the bleft radiance of the fun to nature. 
Thefe are the airy fears of virgin foftnefs, . 
Moft apt to harbour' in the lovelieft minds. 
Banifli the.vifionary dread, and give 
Thy lighten'd heart to all the joys that court thee » 
Thy father's prayers, the vows of all our friends 
Will fhed propitious luflre on our union: 
Hymen can never light his genial flame 
With happier aufpices ; but were they dark 
And hideous as the fick man's feverifh dreams ^ 
Wert thou, inftead of noble Garcia's heirefs^ 
The child of want, and penury thy dower, 
I ftill fhould pant as fondly for thy hand ; 
Still in thy wondrous charms and lovely virtues 
Think all the blcffings of the earth compriz'd. 

Marcella. 
I know thee generous to a fond extreme : 
It has fubdu'd my waywardnefs of temper, 
And, fpite of the reludance that I feel 
To fpeak the important words, I will be thine. 



L u P B R c I o. 
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I^UPERCIO. 

Bleft be that found I it is an angeFs voice, 

Freeing the fpirit of a tortur'd martyr, 

And opening to his view the heaven he figh'd for^ 

Marcella. 
And yet I fear— 

L u P E R c I o* 
Wound not enraptur'd love 
With vain diftruft ! but name the blifsful day, 
Wiien my fond heart- — 

Marcella. < ' 

I faid, I will be thiae : 
Do not, with cruel importunity. 

Now prefs me farther ! As I frankly told thee, » ^ 

My foul, I know not why, is out of tune ; 
Give me a little time to regulate 
The ftrange emotion of my mind, atid try 
To meet thee, as I wifti, without thefe terrors. 

L u P E R c I o. 
Thou dear dire^reifi of my fate I thy will • ' 

Shall ever fway the conduft of my life, 
Howe'er it thwart me.— Yet, I pray thee, name 

P Some 
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Some period, on which hope may dwell, to footk 
The reftlefs interval I or kindly give me 
Some pledge of thy dear pro'mife ! 
* Marcella. 

Take this ring. 
Of curious workmanfhip, near Tunis foi^nd. 
And given my father by a noble Moor ; 
The wife of A^i^bal;, you know the figure. 
Plunging an;^idft;.cbe £bmes,. in which (he periih'd ! 
Wear this a month, then claim me as your bride ! 
But if you value me, pceferve the jiewel ; 
For if you lofe t:hi« fyntibol of my faith. 
Your negligence may lead rtc to retradi 
A promife,, ib« velu^nti)^ protoubc*d» 

Reft here, thou radiant harbinger of blifs I- 
Truft me, my lo«e, and by thyfelf I fwcar,. 
That fooner ihall my ftrul and body part. 
Than this dear gem be wrefted from the finger 
Where now it fhines.--^0 let me ki& the haad 
Which has enrich 'd me with a pledge fo'prccious j 
And let |ivy- lips thus ratify our compaftl 

(While he is kijing her handy ' 

Enter 
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Enter the Governor, Hernandez, and a female Attendant. 

Governor. 
Why, this is well : I like this pleafing flietr 
Of mutual tendernefs — She has relented, 
And will be your's, Lupercio ? 

L u P E R c I o. 

Yes, my father, 
I now may call you by that valued title ; 
My blifsful doom has pafs'd thofe lovely lips. 
And fhe is now irrevocably mine. 

Governor, 
May every blefling my paternal prayers 
Can afk of Heaven, defcend upon ye both ! ^ '' , 

Thy free confent delights me ^ and thou art 
My age*8 comfort. 

Marcblla. 
When I ceafe to be fo. 
May life forfake me 1 — * twill have loft all value, 

Gove rnor. 
My tender child, I thank thee : but thou lead'ft me 
Wide of my prefent aim.— With thee, Lupercio, 

P 2 Imuft 
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I muft on bufincfs of the ftate awhile 
Hold private converfe : I'll releafe thee foon 
To the foft objeft. of thy tenderer thoughts. 
Meantime, my daughter, as the hour of vefpers 
Now fummons you, pray for us, and implore 
Your Guardian Saint to make your nuptials happy^ 
Your fervants. wait you — G-o ! — on your retura 
You'll find us in the cafUe, and at Icifute 
To dedicate the hours to love and joy,— 
Now mark me, thou brave youth. 

(Retires to the farther part ofthefiage with LupercioJ; 

M'ARCELLAV 

Hernandez,, you may reft at home — ^you know 
'Tis not your duty to attend on me,. 
As I have oft inform'd you. — It is ftrangc 
My father fuffers his old foolifli Aeward 
Tq pefter me with fuch ofHcious fervice. 

Hernandez; 
Dear lady^ do not frown — I have no joy 
But to gaze on you, whcrefbe'er you go,. 
And follow, like your fhadow.?— Would my fliape 

. - Were 
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Were half fo graceful ! — then I think your eyes 
Could never view me with an angry glance. 

Ma r ce ll a. 
Hence, faucy vaffal ! — Howfoe'er my father 
Ufe thy prepofterous paflion for his mirth, 
It fliall not thus infult me. — Hence I I bid thee 
For ever. (Bun my prefence. 

[^Drops her glove, 
Hernandez: (pr£fenttng the glove,) 

But kind chance 
Fs^more my friendj and makes me ftill your fervant. 

Mar GEL LA.. 

Away ! fantaftic ihfolence ! be gone ! 
I will not feed thy vanity, by wearing 
Aught which. thy touch has fullied. Ifabel, 
Take it^ and draw its fellow from my arm 1 
Bring other gloves, and follow me to vefpers. . 

\Exeunt Marcella <7«^ her Attendant, 

Hernandez* 
Infultihg fair ! I yet may find a moment 
To triumph o'er thy fcorn. . 

' rhe 
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The Governor and Lupercio advance^ from the end of 

the Jiage, 
Governor. 

How now, Hernandez I 
What ! has your miftrefs chid you from her prefcnce ? 
I am indeed to blame, to treat fo long 
Your fooleries with levity and laughter. 
Henceforth, in this my young and noble friend 
You muft refpeA a hufband*s dignity, 
And dare to wound my daughter's ear no more 
With founds of amorous dotage; 

Lupercio. 

Good Hernandez^ 
You know the infirmity of Spanifh hufbands ; 
And you're fo ftudied in your lady's temper, 
I may regard you as a dangerous rival. 

Hernandez. 
I ftand corredled. — (Afide,) Curfe his happy ftars 1 
And curfe his proud and thinly-veil'd contempt I 
Howe'er deformity may make my figure 
The butt of his derifion, I've a fpirit, 

3 la 
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In which this fair-limb'd youth may feel a rival 
More dangerous than his vanity believes, [^Exit, 

Governor. 
That faithful fervant is deprived of fenfe 
By the abfurdeft paffion that e'er triumphed 
O'er manly reafon : he was juftly noted 
For the befl qualities that grace his ftation, 
Intelligence and duty, till my daughter 
Advanc'd to womanhood 5 but from that period, 
E'en in proportion as her beauties ripen'd> 
His faculties have ieem'd upon the wane. 
I have too lightly fported with his frenzy. 
Which caird for harfher difciplin^. 

LUPERCIO. 

O r no, 
I feel he is entitled to compafUoo ; 
Marcella has thofe fafcinatiiig charms. 
Which may intoxicate the fobereft min<^ 
Till all its fenfes reel. — I cannot wonder 
Age and deformity forget their nature 
By living in her fight, and only feel 
That {he ha? beauty which inflames to madnefs. 

Governor. 
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Governor. 
She may indeed (with pride the father fpeaks it) 
Be number'd with the lovelieft of her fcx. 
With joy, brave youth, but with an anxious joy, 
I give her to thy guard, 

X UP E R CIO. 

Doubt not my love J 

Gov E R N OR. 

Truft me, I do not : but anxiety 
Is the high tax, which fond aifedion pays 
For all its pleafures ; and parental hearts, 
As thou may'ft prove hereafter, pay it double. 
Befides, my daughter, lovely as (he is, 
Has qualities that claim the niceft care. 

LUPERCIO. 

She has a generous pride, which to her foul 
Gives awful beauty, and proclaims it free 
From all that poor and petty artifice. 
Which manly arrogance prefumes to think 
Inherent in her fex. 

Go V E R N OR. 

You know, Lupercio, 
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She 
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She is the only child that ever nature 
Enrich'd me with ; my tendernefs, difdaining 
The rigid cufloms of her fcx. and country,. 
Has rear*d her with a freedom little known 
To Spanifh fair-ones ; for I wifh'd to make her, 
Not the cag'd vafTal of parental power, 
But truth and nature's chafte and free difciple. 
Her early temper join*d with my afFedion 
To fix me in this condud ; for, believe me. 
Her mind is like the element of fire ; 
Treat it with gentle caution, it will fhine 
The radiant minifter of joy and comfort ; 
But clofe confinement, or a blind negled. 
May roufe its perilous energies to fpread 
Unthought-of fcenes of mifery and terror. 

LUPERCIO. 

Truft me, I never will prophane her virtue 
With abje<a jealoufy and har/li conftraint. 

Governor. 
On this nice topic, in our hours of leifure, 
We'll fpeak more largely, when your juft affedlion 
Will give kind audience to a father's counfel. 

CL Now 
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Now other cares demand ua.— You forget 
The bufinefs I've cntrufted to your guidance, 
Which calls for quick difpatck. 

LUPBRCIO. 

Forgive me, Sir I 
May love, that mifer, who locks up our thoughts. 
Nor lets them circulate, as duty orders, 
Plead with me for your pardon I-^I am gone» \^Exii;^ 

Governor. 
My blefling be thy guard 1— Long have I wifli'd 
To give my daughter to this virtuous yotith ; 
But *tis the doom of age, in deeds of moment,, 
To feel the £t of warm defire fucceeded 
By terror's aguifli tremblings. I begin 
To fear I've prefs'd too far her generous mind'„ 
To what her heart recoils from j for flie weds 
To indulge a father s wifhes, not her own. 
'Tis true, the tendered motives have impell'd me 
To urge this union, eager to entruft 
Her peace and honour to a kind protecftor : 
But anxious love, tho' probity may guide it. 
Oft, with a fond precipitancy, foils 

3 Its 
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Its own dear purpoie, and wiflh divmy i^flkoefs 
Leaps in the dreaded gvlph it ftriyes to ibun.-r-' 
My child return'd fo foon-I and with aiftiai^gerrt 
What may this mean? 

£»t£r Marcella .and Mendoza. 
M e n ,D o z A. 
It moves, I fee, thy wopder, 
Thou honour*d veteran, that thus unchecked 
By ceremony's juft pbfef vj^noes.j 
A youth unknown intevdes ;U|>on rthy pcefence, 
And dares to make jjiis lovely maid bis iiernld. 

Whoe'er thou art, young Signor, I muft own 
Thy graceful femblanqe prompts .iBC to believe 
Thou haft no common <i\maito Qouttofy, 

'Tis pofHble thou art not unacquainted 
With young Mendoza's name. 

:G0VERiN0R. 

Who iinows it not ? 
Spain has no martial fon, whofe generous veins 
Hold richer blood ; and £iine reports Mendoza 

Q^ 2 A youth, 
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A youth, whofe opening virtues have refleded 

New honour on his noble anceftry, * 

Our country, with a fond, impatient pride. 

Experts him from his travels ; but 'tis faid 

That, grac'd with a difcerning monarch's friendHiip,, 

He purpofes to pafs another year 

At the Imperial court. 

M E N D o z A. 
Such as he is, 
Mendoza ftands before thee, and thou (eeft hint 
An anxious, humble fuitor to thy bounty. 

Governor. 
To me, my Lord ! 

Mendoza. 
To thee, thou happy father f 
To thee, thou bleft poilefibr of a treafure^ 
That turns all other wealth to poverty ! 
Oft had I heard thy lovely daughter prais*d 
As beauty's flandard, and no more allowing 
A competition with inferior fair-ones. 
Than the rich diamond's blaze admits compare 
With the dark amethyft, or clouded opaL 

It 
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It was my wiflj, in paffing thro* your city. 
Unknown to gaze upon this beauteous wonder, 
As on a prodigy of nature's Work, 
Supreme in lovelinefs j which to have feen. 
Gives to the eye that faw it a proud fparkle 
Of exultation, whenfoe'er 'tis nam'd. 

Governor. 
This lavifli praife, my Lord, at once o*erwhelms me 
With joy and pain j and hoth in the extreme. 
Pray do not (poil, by thus aer-rating them,. 
The fimple charms of an unpolifh'd girl 1 

M E N D o z A. 

Your pardon 1— 'tis not in the power of language 

To ftate their excellence. — At mafs this morning 

My eager eyes firft feafted on their £ght : 

I thought I ne'er had feen tijl that bleft moment^ . 

For on my ravifli'd fenfe her beauty buril. 

Dazzling and dear, as new^imparted light 

To one, whofe vifual organs from his childhood 

Had pin'd in moping d*rknefs.T— from that hout 

My heart cries loudly, that the earth contains 

No prize worth my contention, l?ut her love.-— 

9 Report 



I V 
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Report inform'd mcj that h&r foft aSeftioiM 
Are yet unfix'd ; th©' -aa acc0mpl4ifli'd youth, 
Fondly prefuming on a father's fficft^flMp, 
Hopes hourly fot the pFomife olf her hand. 
Fir'd by thefe tidings, as again I few liei- 
Approach the hallowM precinfts of the tetitpfte, 
I threw me at her feet, con}ur'd her pity 
To guide me to y-our prefence, and implored 
The Guardian Saint, whofe votary 1 (ueA to, 
That when we next that faored pavement trod. 
Heaven might exalt me to the bHfsful iionoor 
To lead her to the altar. 

M A R C E L L A. 



oft in vain 
I pray*d the gaUaiit ftranger to forbear 
His unavailing fuit, nor vex- my father 
With fruitlefs importunity. 

Mbw D o-z A. 
T^%oth 
I bend for pardon, that my violent love 
Dar'd to o'cr-nrle the mortifying counfcl 
Of maidenly Tcfcrvc, and modeft fear. 

If 
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If yet thy heart, that throne of happinefs. 
Be vacant, I imploce th^ father'a leave 
To join the conteft for a prize, whofe value 
Might tempt the monarchs of the world in arms 
To hazard each his empire* 

, GOVI RN OR- 

Noble youth { 
Thy generous warmtk fo wins on my efteem, 
I will entruft thy owo ing^uous heart 
To judge the caufe^ where e'en thy love's a party. 
The hour's not pofr, in which, with her aflent, 
I gave my daughter to a valiiant Xriend, 
Who long has low'd her v tho* I frankly own 
His birth and fortune make him not thy equal. 
Such is my ftory : now afiume my place, 
And anfwer for rac ! Say I {hall I, a foldier. 
An old plain foldier, honefty my pride ! 
Shall I revoke my promife, at the lure 
' Of interell and ambition ? 

Me N DO z A. 

Thou haft found 

I 

The way to vanquifh all Mcndoza's ardour : 

Thy 
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Thy words benumb my foul ; but thou flialt fee 

My wounded heart has virtue to d|ecide 

Againft itfclf. Mendoza*s voice fliall never 

Prompt to the lips of honourable age 

The abjcd founds of infamy. — Shalt thou 

Revoke thy promife I no 1 thou brave old man, 

Not tho' my life Should end by its completion 1 

Let the vain fons of Italy and France 

Attempt, by mental alchemy, to turn 

The lead of falftiood into wifdom*s gold. 

And fink, their own poor bubbles, in the trial I 

it is the glory of a true Gaftilian 

To fcprn fuch arts, and hold his w6rd once given 

As facred as the fiat of a God, 

Governor. 
There fpoke the fpirit of Gaftilian honour. 
Brave youth ! I yet will love thee as my fon, 
Tho* fate forbid fuch union. — Let us hence, 
It may amufe thy generous mind to (hew thee 
The precinds of our caftle. 

M £ N D o z A. 

Well* thou warneft 



Thy 



A TRAGEDY. 121 

Thy giddy gueft to fly a dangerous banquet, 

Where his warm foul drinks poifon. — Matchlefs fair-one I 

I muft perforce from thy enchanting prefence 

Tear my reludant heart, while yet I can ; 

Before the firm refolve of honour melts 

In that full blaze of frenzy-kindling beauty. 

I go : — Still, ere I quit thefe walls for ever, 

I fliall implore one parting interview ; 

But for a few fliort moments, but to utter 

My ardent vows, that Heaven may make thee happy i\ 

And to entreat, that as the years roll on, 

And bring thee, as I hope they will, new bleiling«, 

Thou'lt deign, at leaft on this revolving day. 

To think not harflily of my haplefs pafHon, ' ' 

And give one figh of pity to Mendoza. 

[^Exity with the Governor, 

M A R C E L L A. 

He's gone, ere my full heart allowed me power 
To frame one grateful accent to the man, 
For whom alone my unconftrained lips 
Could utter vows of genuine tendernefs. 
Enchanting youth ! — Doft thou implore my pity ? 

R Thou 
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Tkou canft not need cotnpafliQq : love and joy 
Will, as thy g.itardian <Q)irits, Jiover round thee. 
I am the wretch, wbofe, l%cerate4 n3,in4. 
Cries out for pity^ which l;4Qi npt pjij^rit. 
Fool that I wasj.jby a.relu(ftant promife 
To violate t(ie heart's pj:^rQga,t;iye T., . .^ ^ 
This injur'd fovereiga ii«w;.^wal^^S:.to xepgeancc. 
And I deferve-thcle tprtures,7—Q,^>jpprq9l.,. 
Thott :wcrt.bcCoce.a9iobjcdl, ffojn wh^fe tpuqh 
My confcious framej recQil*d,— rrWhat art thou now ? 
Thy very. name, ia.dircQrd ill iny ear,^ ,,. 
That agitatp«-jny. woiand^d JPLrAin, to Jrp^jf y^ . . ^ 
And fhall I lyed lh<}e,?^j^J^ th?^Jo ffly,bofom ? 
An afpic fooner I .fcom. whoi$, dearer cl^Cj^ - ^ . ' 
My 'tniferies. mtght iiopr for welcome death I 
Yet how efcape thee» ^and ma^taiaj at once 
My father*^ honour and my pwn iinil^aken ? 
O for fome kind.ainftantt mhof^ iftyejitioa ^^^ ^ 
May o'er my darken*:dl.thoughl» jiij^Hfc; one glimpie: 
Of cheering light: l-TT-HfiEe< comes a minifteE 
Who waats not will to-feive m'c 



Enter 
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Enter Hernandez. 
Hernandez. 

Hafte, dear lady;. 
Your father alks a moment's parley with you 
In private, and before he walks abroad 
To fhow our ramparts to a ndbk ftranger. 

M A R C E LL A. 

Canft thou, HernandeJe, banifh from thy memory 
All my paft ahger, and exert thy' powers • 
To gain my favor by one fignal fervice? 

H k RN A ND E z. 

Afk me if I exift ; for Miife I live, 
I hold my life devoted io youir ^leafurc. 

~' Marcell'a. ' 
rU put thee to the ^ialj fof the taflc 
Allows not e'en a mdmeht 6f dcffaty. 
Know then, I foolifhly have given Lupercio 
My ring, the pledge of ah unguarded JJ!rbmife, 
Which my wrong'd heart forbids me *to fulfil. 
I warn'd him, if he chaiic'd'to !ofe the jewel, - 
Our compad fhould be void. — If thou'lt devife 

-' • R -2 Some 
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Some lucky arti£ce to lure it from bim, 
Thou (halt have thrice the value of the gem* 

Hernandez. 
Wouldft thou elude thy nuptials with Lupercio ^ 
The bleft intelligence revives my foul I 

Marcella. 
He is the hated barj^ on whofe removal ^ 

My heart might enter paradiie, and. follow 
The dear fuggeftions of unfetter' d love*. 

Hernandez. 
Enough t thou ihalt be miftrefs of thyfelf^ 

Mar-cblla.. 

Make me hut tjia t My father calls but that» 

And FU reward thee, till thyfelf (halt own 

My gratitude a prodigal in bounty^ 

Lofe not a moment*— fct me free to-night^ 

And thro' my every hour of future life 

I'll blefe thee for the fervice.. [^ExfiL 

He.rn A.N DEZ:,. 

Then to-night- 
Shall rid thee of Lupercix). — Thou (halt feel^, 
Sarcaftic boy I I am a dangerous rival. 

I know 
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I know in what lone quarter of the ramparts 
Nightly thou walt'ft in amorous contemplation^ 
Murmuring fantaftic crotchets to the moon : 
There if I mifs thee, ft'ill the blfendfed fires 
Of love and of revenge fliall aid* my iearch, 
And guide my thirfty poniard' to thy heart. 

End of A CT L 
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IE. 




Mar CELL A (alone.): 

TKTE night is paff, but the all-cheering morn 
Fails to difpel the darknefs of my foul : 
My rcftlefs heart yet Beats witH blended throbs , 
Of anguifti and delight, at the idea: 
That thefe fond eyes ma}^, witH my fathers leave^. 

• ■ . . . ^ . * ^ 

Gaze once again upon the dear Mendbza, 

might 
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O might they in.oyr parting cjpfc for ever^l— 
*Tis ftrattge I [)tetJi^.A9thwi^pf Hernandez. ^ .. 
But what can.lie ?r-I;was Indeed an idiot 
To think his paltfy aid, C9kuld terininate ' 

My miferies ; I might^.^Sj.well ^lieve 
That the poor-current fOf. a: fc^oty,b;",ook 
Might quench the conflagration of the globe. 
O would thofe final flames, that will confume 
This gloomy world, this ftage of wretch ednefs, 
Were kindling now I for my deliver'd foul, 
Efcaping from worfe horrors, could rejoice 
In that dread fcene of fiery defolation, 
And think it blifs to perifh with Mendoza. 

M E N D o z A (entering.) 
** And think it blifs to perifti with Mendoza I" 
Extatic founds 1 may I bplieve^ ipy. fenfe 1 
Have I, fpch tender iptereft in, that bofom ? 

•, M,A R C E. L L A. 

■.'■■■') ^ - ■■■ 

^Tis not well done^ my lord, thus. at the dawn 
To fteal upon my privacy, and rob 
A wounded Ipirit of its fple fupport, 
The fecrecy of woes^ beyond a cure, 

Mendoza. 
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Mendoza. 
Pardon the impatient fpeed of anxious paffioh ! 
I have nor left, n6r jdy, but in thy prdfence, 
And haff en'd to thee, in the fad belief, 
(A burthen which my iieart would now throw ofF) 
That this dear interview 'muH prove the laft. 

Marcblla. 
The lafi indeed it iiiuft be t'' 

J!&t"EVr!b^o z A. 

'■ ^' '-';'^ •■ 'H^\hy'kM^^ -' - ■• ' -*■ • ■ 

Can (pesik wimJfucn IweeiKindniSs'o^Ktefidbai^^ 
Thou wilt revoke'^ai? fentcnccr;.^ihi'^a6 pti/vtrr - - 
Shall burfl the hallow'd'^tiei' ofiAitual love, 
And tear ouk^^Sl^^ i^rfii^'&JkoimiV-^^ ' '- 

ARGELL A. : ■> . . ir 

The rulier of thy life, 'ihiperfolis Honour I! 
Honour, who has already by thy voice 
Fronounc*d/tne nrm immufa^re decree j' - 

That this ill-fated hand' 'muft iiot "be tlifnie; . ' - " ' 

Mendoza. ' " • 

Urge not agaih¥iiie'iiie'^^i'^fS^^^^ -^'^^ '^^■^'^ 

GfignoranWaSibfeiir^iaiafeyn^'^^^^^^^ "' -^ "^^: '^ 

3^ When 
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When I coiifirm'd thy father in his. purpofe, 
L knew not, that to keep his fatal word . . 
He muft become a tyrant to thy heart. 

And violate the deareft rights of nature. 

I knew not that Mendoza's arden^ love. . . 
Had in thy bofom rais'd the bleft emotiqn 
Of tender fympathy. 

M A R;CB ItLA, , 

O that my he^rt 
Had not unwarily betray '4 its weaknefs! 
Then nxight (». jyft ingenjious pride hav^ ^ught me 
To bear, the p3|nful fecret to my graye. . 

,. ,^- ^ ...ME'iN do^z a. ■- . , ,. 

Unkindly faidrl-r-Jf .(uqK pould be thy wifh. 
Thou haft not lov'd Mepdoza. . ^ .. 

. , ..,M ARGE LL A. 

. Think forever I 
I have not lov'd him j. duty, faith, forbid it ? 
I am afEanc'd to a generquis youth, , 
Who claims the full dominion of ;ny heart ; 
Nor fhall Mendpza's image lurk within ,it,. 
To prove the affaffin of mjr peace and honour, 
, , -, Mendoza. 
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M E N D O Z A. 

lovely haughtidefs of mind 1 this confliA, 
This agitation of thy artlefs bofom, 
Proves the enchanting truth, I am belov'd : 

1 read it in thofe fwcetly-fpeaking eye«, 
Where the faint fpark of anger is extinguiOi'd 
In melting tendernefs. While thus I clafp thee, 
Kind fympathy gives to thy every nervd 
Delicious foftnefs ; add. thy fwellii^ hciatc 
Vibrates in unifbn with ittioe, to form 

Th' extatic harmony ot mutual love.— 

Thou weep*ft !*— O Heaven I I feel thcfe precioni drop* 

Fall on my wounded bread, like liquid &t^, 

O, I had rather draw upon rriy head 

The worft of human ills, thy hate and fcorn I 

Rather than touch tfcfee with an ilU9i^t*d pafikufy 

If it muft prove a fource of forroW to fhee,, 

And quench the radiance of thine eyes in tears. 

Mar CELL A. 
I can believe thee, for thy noble fou-l 
Is honour's fanduary.— Then, a» my friend, 
Let me implore the firmftc fs of thy fpirit 

S To 
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To aid the treacherous failing of my own I 

I am indeed unpradis'd in the arts 

My fex is fam'd for ; I have not the fkill 

To hide th' emotions of a feeling heart : 

And I will ky it open to thy view. 

I will avow; that if my wayward fortune 

Had not forbid the union of our hands, 

I would have met the ardour of thy vows 

With all the franknefs of fimplicity,. 

Proud of its pleafing lot. I would have pray'd 

For undecaying charms to keep thy love^ 

Blejfllng the God whp form'd us foe each other. 

But fince the bar 

M E N i>o z A. 
There is, there fliall be none : 
We*Il urge thy heart*& unalienable right 
To be the fole difpofer of thy beauty. 

M ARCE LLA. 

O fpeak not thus ! — ^my own unbalanc'd mind, 
Whirl'd in the eddies of tempeftuous thought, 
Already has been hurried much too far 
From the fafe courfe integrity prefcribes. 

But 
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But the remembrance of thy bright example 
Shall be my glorious guide, and ftill prefer ve me. 
How nobly haft thou faid, thou wouldft not urge 
My honour'd father to revoke his promife, 
Not if thy life fhould end by its completion ! 
Shalt thou, a ftranger ! thus againft thyfelf 
Stand forth the firm afTerter of his honour, 
And fhall his child betray it ? 

Men Doz A. 

Do not wound 
Thy own pure fpirit by this groundlefs fcruple ! 

Marcella. 
It is convidion, founded on the laws, 
Th' unqueftionable laws of faith and virtue. 
I muft for ever fly thee, or difgrace 
My father and myfelf. And fhall I heap 
Grief, difappointment, mifery, and fliame 
Upon my father's head ? And what a father I 
Rough as he is in the rude fcene of arms. 
The fterneft foldier of his time, to me 
The awful thunder of his voice has foften*d 
E'en tp the tender fwcetnefs of a lute. 

S 2 With 
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With me he. has for ever thrown afide 
All the afpcrities of harfh command, 
And difciplinM my wayward infancy 
With all the mildnefs of a mother's love. 

Mb N DOZ A. 

O might I aid thee in thy deareft office. 

To pay him back thofe long and large arrears 

Of tendernefs and care ! — ^Yes I wc will make it 

The inceflant ftudy of our days to lighten 

Whatever load encroaching age lays on him ;. 

And by the fweet folicitude extend 

The limit of his bleft and honoured life. 

M A R c B L L A. 
Could it be fuch, our lot indeed were happy ^ 
But 'tis impoflible. Should !> forgetting 
The fandity of promifes, ihould I 
Attempt to burft the fetters that involve me^ 
And ftruggle to be your's, it could not be : 
Kind as he is, my father's firmer fpirit 
In points of honour is inflexible ! 
Could I myfelf defcend— and wounded pride 
Revolts at the idea«— could I floop 



To 
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Ta beg, diat he would eountenaace my falfbood, 

I know bis anfwer. — " Would'ft thou," he wouM ctyy 

" Make me an objeft of the world's contempt ? 

Shall I be cenfur'd as a fordid wretch, 

Whoj having given my daughter to a friend, 

Cheated! his. hopes, and fold her venal beauty 

To the rich fplendor of Mcndoza's fortune ?'* 

M B N D o z A. 
Perifli the envious fpirits, who could harbour 
So bafe a thought of him who gave thee being J 
But fhould he be reproachM^ (as pureft virtue,, 
And the beneficence of Heaven itfelf,. 
'Scapes not fuch- prophanation) it were betjier. 
Than; to behold, thy peace of mind deftroy'd,. 
And thy foft heart corroded by the ihackles,. 
The galling fliackles of a joylefs marriage. — 
Think what it is to prefs the nuptial couchj, 
When, for the rofes Love fhould fcatter there,, 
The fiend Antipathy has form*d its pillow 
Of (harpeft thorns, that lacerate the brain T 

Marcel la.. 
I know it mufl be agony far worfe 

TJian. 
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Than death's fevereft pang : the thought already 
Has thrown my troubled mind from off its balance. 
And plung'd me in diftradion. — Thou art cruel, 
To fet my woes thus forcibly before me. 
And aggravate the anguifli of my fate. 

M E N D o z A. 

Think rather, that with fond anxiety 

I warn you of the precipice you tread, 

And pant to fave you trembling on its brink. 

Marcella. 
I pray you leave me, for your dangerous aid 
Can but encreafe the horrors of my fall. 
O leave me, I conjure you I 

M B N D o z A* 

Once affure me, 
You will endeavour to draw back your hand 
From this abhorr'd alliance, I will reft 
On the faint hope which may arife from thence. 

Marcella. 
Whatever I can do, and not deftroy 
My father's peace and honour, fhall be done : 
For O, *tis certain, rather than be dragg'd 

7 The 
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The viflim of Lupercio's nuptial triumph, 

My heart would chufe to languifh life away 

In the lone walls of fome fequefter'd cell, 

Where not one pleafing found could footh my fufFering, 

Save when I closM fome melancholy prayer 

With the dear echo of Mendoza's name. 

M E N D o z A. 

Enchanting foftnefs ! thou (halt yet be mine. 
And thefe heart-rending fighs {hall turn to rapture. 

M A RCE LL A. 

I hear my father's ftcp ; depart, I pray thee! 

M E N D. O Z A. 

By Heaven, my feet feem rooted to this fpot,. 
And have not power to bear me from thy prefence I; 

Enter the Governor; 
Governor. 
Ah, my young friend I youth wants a monitor 
To bid it mark the rapid flight of time. 
Is this your momentary interview H 
Come ! force me not to play the tefty father,,. 
And chide you from my roof I 

Mb ndo^ a. 
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M E N D O Z A. 

O pardon me, 
I will but Teal one vow of tender friendfkip 
On, this fair hand, and inftantly attend you.—* 
Farewell ! — Thou art the lovclieft work of Heaven, 
And may its purefb fpirits be thy guard 1 

[£*•//, witb the Governor. 
Marcella. 
Torn from me ! banifli'd from my view for ever ! 
O, {hall thefe wretched eyes behold no more 
The darling of their fight 1 and as each morn 
Of hated life returns, {hall they be forced 
To gaze upon the object that they loath ? 
Sure all the fubtlefl of the infernal fiends 
Are leagu'd to curfe me with their keenefl tortures. 
Ah, fenfelefs wretch I my folly is the fiend 
From whom this mifery fprings : 'twas I, *twas I, 
Slave that I was I wh.o fa{len'd on myfelf 
This iron bondage that corrodes my foul. 

Hbrnande z (entering.) 
Lament its weight no more I thy chain is broken. 
Receive the fymbol qf thy liberty ! [Delhen'ng the ring, 

3 Marcella. 
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Marcella. 
It is my ring I my gladden'd eyes acknowledge 
Its bright afTurance of recovered freedom l"~" 
Fly, flop Mendoza ! — Stay I yet tell me firft 
How thou haft profper'd, thou excelling fervant I— 
Thou ihalt have great rewards, great as my joy I— 
How did the fond LUpercio yield my pledge ? 
Hafte I tell me all-— I muft prepare myfelf 
To meet him foon, complaining of his lofs. 

Heknandez. 
Be fatisfied I — ^He can no more complain. 

Marcella* 
What doft thou mean by that myftcrious accent ? 

Hernandez. 
His hated voice fhall ne'er be heard again. 

Marcella, ^ ^ 

Thou haft not murder'd him I— By Heaven thou haft ; 
I read it in thy dark and troubled vifage. 

Hernandez. 
I have indeed been bloody for thy fake* 

Marcella. 
It he then butcher'd by thy favage hand ?—— 

T Unhappy 
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Unhappy youth ! thy pale and gory fpedre 
Will glare for ever in jny fight, and baniih 
All hopes of quiet from my foul for ever.-— 
Wretch 1 thou haft funk m^ in the deepeft gulph 
Of horror and perdition. 

Hernandez. 

Gome, be chear'd I 
I have delivered thee from, him, whofe being 
Was torture to thy heart.— Lupercio's dead > 
And by my caution it muft be fuppos'd 
The nightly robbers, who inf?ft owr city. 
Have thus reveng'd hia vigilance againft them. 

Mai^cellao 
Is this the recompcnce of all thy merit. 
Brave, gen'rous, frank, Lupercio ? — rTho* my he^^ 
Recoil'd perverfely from thy love,.ij: feels. 
With cold coovulfive pangs of vain regret> 
It feels thy worth, thy ill-jrequited virtues. 
And all the horrors of thy barb'rous fate* 

He r n a n d e z. 
Refleft thou only from, what hated fcenes 
Of hopele^ pain my daring ha^id has fav.*d thee I 

$ Think 
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Think what thou ow^ft to riie, ^^ho fot thy fakfe 
Have put in hdzatd m)r itiimortd foul ! 

M A it C A L L A. 

Ill-fated #!retGh ! ttldu ^Ifo haft my pity. 

'Twas my bafe conduft, blinded as I was, 

That plung'd thee in this giiilt.— But hafte I be gone ! 

Fly I while thoU carift, where juftice may not find thee* 

Fly to fome diftaiit climate j and endeavour. 

By penitence, to make thy peace with rieaven f 

Go where thou wilt, my bounty fhall attend thee, 

And aid thee with futh lavrfii Aims of gold. 

As may enable thee, by thofe gobd deeds 

Which charity delights in, bcft to Cancel 

Or counterpoife the evil df thy Crime. 

• tlERNANDEi. 

What I canft thoU vainly think, that in thy fervicC 
I've dy'd my unftain'd hand in guiltlefs blood 
For gold I the needy robber* s paltry prey ? 

M A K c fi L L A". 

What was thy aim ? — thy frantic eyes affright me I 

Hernandez. 
Ilere is the nobler rccompcnce I claimi 

T 2 Thy 
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Thy beauty ! rich in medicinal balm 
To heal th* envenom'd anguifli of remorfe. 
Come to my breaft I and with thy melting charms 
Drown all the keeneft pangs, that guilt can waken. 
In extacy more poignant ! 

Marcella. 

Slave I unhand me I— 
Away I remember, rafh, prefumptuous villain I 
The diflance of thy ftation I 

Hernandez. 

Idle pride I 
Silence its frivolous and falfe fuggeftion ! 
The hours juft paft have plac'd us on a level* 
Thou haft no title now, but Murderefs. 
We are confederates in guilt and blood : 
Blood is the cement of our equal union. 

Marcella^ 
Thou dar*ft not lay it. 

Hernandez. 

Dive into thy bofom I 
Afk thy own heart ! — Didft thou not wifh his death ? 
Aye I had thy flaming eyes, like bafililks^ 

Been 
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Been arin*d with fudden power to ftrike him dead, 
Their ftroke had far outftripp'd my tardy dagger. 
Thou couldft not think thy lover would refign 
The gem, thou bad'ft me pilfer, but with life. 

Marcella. 
No I witnefs Heaven I I thought not of his death.— 
Yet thou haft rent a veil of fatal paflion. 
That hid my own foul from me ; and I fee 
The ftains of mifery and guilt are on it. 
I am indeed the fource, the wretched fource 
Of all this fcene of horror : 'tis to me. 
To me, thou ill-ftarr'd minifter of mifchief. 
Thou ow'ft the burden of this bloody deed. 
Which cries to angry Heaven for retribution.— 
Now, I conjure thee, raife again thy arm ! ;] 

Plunge thy yet-reeking poniard in my heart. 
And by this juftice expiate our crimes I \ 

Hernandez. 
Away with vain remorfe I — Come I let me fteep 
Thy troubled fenfes in thofe foft delights. 
That fweetly fteal from the enchanted foul 
All memory of pain 1 

Marcella. 
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M A R CE L L A. 

Delight from thee I ' 

Hernandez. 1 

I find, contemptuous fair-one ! I am not 
Thy fav'rite ! No ! thy nice faftidious eye 
Delights in daintier forms. My jealous paffion 
Has caught thy bofom's fccret. — ^Yet be grateful, 
Be wife ! and I will make thee foon the bride 
Of thy belov'd Mendoza. 

Marcella. . 

Canft thou mean it ? 
Hernandez, 
Yes I with this finc-form'd heir of wealth. and grandeur^ 
Soon {halt thou {hine in all that blaze of fortune 
Which fuits thy towering fpirit, if thy beauties 
Will pay their debt of gratitude to me, 
And with thofe fweet delights^ that ftealth makes fweeterj 
Reward the fecret author of thy greatnefs. 

M arce l l a. 
What ! be the wife of Honour's nobleft fon, 
And live the fcrvile ftrumpet of my valTal I — 
Prefumptuous villainy I — Unhand me, ruffian I 

Hernandez.' 
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t 

Hernandez. 
Nay I ftruggle not ! — I have thee in my toils, 
And my keen love fliall feaft upon its vidim, 
0*ertaken with fuch hazard.— Come I be gentler ! 

Marcslla. 
Nev'er I O never I 

Hernandez. 
Muf): I owe to force 
The joy thy pitying gratitude fliould give ? 
The joy for which my ardent foul has thirfted, 
E*en to its own perdition ? 

M A R C B LL A. 

Hence I away I-— 
Releafe my hand, or my diflraAcd cries 
Shall bring my injur'd father to my aid. 

Hernandez. 
And dar ft thou threaten me, ungrateful girl ? 
But it fhall not avail thee. — Hear, and tremble 
At the fuperior threat thou mak*^ft me utter I — 
Thou fee' ft, by all the bloody bufinefs paft> 
I hold my life as nothing t if thou ftill 
Deny*ft me,rwliat I have fo dearly purchased,, 

I will. 
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I will, before our magiftrates I will 

Avow the murder, charge upon thy head 

The black defign, and add, I have receiv'd 

Thy virgin treafure as my fettled hire ; 

But that remorfe has drawn the fecfet from me.— 

Now learn to threaten, girl !— Now take thy choice I 

Shame 1 public fhame, with tortures and with death, 

Or the fafe-fweets of privacy and joy I 

Marcella. 
Amazement I thy ferocity in guilt 
0*erwhelms my faculties.— Yet hear me, Heaven I 
To thee, altho' ofFended by my falfhood, 
To thee I kneel : O punifh my ofFences 
By any pangs thy juftice may ordain, 
But fave 1 O fave me from this daring wretch I 

Hernandez. 
Thy prayer's too late, fince thou haft rendered me 
The wretch I am : thy pafllons made me guilty, 
And thou flialt yield me that reward of guilt 
For which I burn in every vein to madnefs I— 
Come, my reludant fair-one I 

Marcella. 
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M A& C E L L A. 

No ] by Heaven ! 
Fulfil thy horrid, thy inhuman threats I 
Add perjury to murder I and devote me 
To infamy and death !^— I will embrace them, 
Rather than yield to thy abhorr'd fuggeftion. 
And in that fellowfliip debafe my foul. 

Hernandez. 
Is there fucb firmnefs in the heart of woman ? 

Then artifice aflift me ! (Afide.) Matchlefs virtue I 

E'en in this frenzy of my tortur'd fpirit 
I feel thy awful power I — Thy purity 
Irradiates the dark chaos of my mind. 
And all the warring fires of lawlefs paflion 
Turn at thy voice to penitential tears !— 
I kneel to thee for pardon. 

Marcella. 

Bend to Heaven ! 
'Tis Kiaven who ftrikcs thee, to reclaim thy foul, 
With juft compundion. 

Hernandez. 

Thou benignant angel ! 

U On 
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On thee depends my fafety or perdition ; 
Treat me with foothing pity and forgivenefs, 
And I may yet atonie for all my crimes, 
The fatal offspring of diftraded pafHon I 

Marc e l l a. 
Thou haft my pity. 

Hernandez. 
I will afk no more ; 
I will not wound thy dignity, by wifliing 
What madneis only led my heart to figh for. 
No ! fair Perfedion ! live thou many years 
In the chafte blifs of honourable love I 
While I, the vidim of a frantic fondnefs, 
In fome wild defert hide my loath'd exiftencc, 
Mourn my paft guilt, and hope the pitying vows 
Of innocence like thine, may draw from Heaven 
A full, tho* late forgivenefs of my crimes. 

M a RC£ LL A. 

Unhappy fervant I in my prayers for mercy 
ThoH ne'er Ihalt be forgotten. 

Hernandez. 

*Ti8 my purpole 

To 



A TRAGEDY. 147 

To fly from hence before to-morrow's dawn : 
But, wherefore ? I nor wifli, nor merit life, — 
Hafte to thy injur'd father I let him know 
The wretch he harbours I an4 for all my guilt 
Let public juftice make her full atonement I 

Marcella. 
Poor frantic criminal I yet hope in Heaven ! 
I, who have blindly led thee into crimes, 
"Will not accelerate thy punifhment. 
Seek fome religious cell, and meditate 
On the infinitude of heavenly mercy ! 

Hernandez. 
I fee, I feel it in thy foothing pity I 

Marcella. 
Here meet me once again, fome two hours hence ; 
I will fupply thee with fuch gold or jewels 
As may give comfort to thy lengthen*d days. 

Hernandez. 
Thou art too good, too tender to a villain, 
Who has deferv'd thy hatred and thy fcorn. — 
Still let me ftrive to fhew I have a heart 
That knows to value what it cannot merit. 

V 2 I will 
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I will not nicct thee. We*ll converfe no more» 
Left when my flight is known, feme dark fafpicion 
Fall on thy innocence. — At evening's clofe 
Leave thou the gift, thy charity intends. 
In the lone tower, that flanks the garden wall. 
At midnight I will take thy bounty thence. 
And, praying for thy peace, depart for ever. 

Marcella. 
I thank thy generous caution ^ nor will fail 
To bring thee liberal aid : for ftill, I truft, 
*Tis Heaven's intent, for all thy earlier virtues^ 
By years of calm fequefter'd penitence 
To purify thy foul, and feal thy pardon. 
Cherifli that thought ! and Mercy be thy guard ! [ JEv/ir. 

Hernani>ez (akne.) 
'Tis well — Proud Beauty ! I am now thy matter t 
Thy haughty fpirit, that no threats could tame. 
Sinks unfufpeding in the fmooth deception 
That artifice has Ipread. — In that lone tower. 
Where the coy clamours of a feign'd averfion 
Will only prove a prelude to my joy, 

Q * I'll 
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I'll lurk to feizc thy charms.— Now haften^ Night I 
Thy kind companions, Solitude and Darknefs, 
Shall o'er this froward fair-one aid my triumph^ 
And rateinfulted love with fweet revenge* 

End of hCT II. 



ACT IIL 

» C E N E L 

Hernandez (alone,} 

VICTORIOUS paflion I thou at length haft gain'd 
The prize, that long has kindled in my foul 
Such wild tumultuous hopes and madding wifhes I 
Thy fecret joys are fafe. — Spite of the frenzy, 
Rais'd by her wounded pride and vain reiiftance^ 
This coy one, ftifling her vindidive rage, 
Moft wifely hides the myfteries of the night ; 

And 
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And from her filence in this hafty marriage, 
My triumph is complete : flie now will grow 
The willing vaflal of my private pleafure. 

But hark ! I hear the doating bridegroom's voice : 
He moves this way. — I would not he fliould caft 
His keen eyes on me, till my harrafs*d fpirit 
Regain its wonted firmnefs. — I'll avoid him, [jEa:/V. 

Enter the Governor and Mendoza. 
Governor. 
Indeed, my fon, I've yielded much too far 
To the fond zeal of your intemperate love. 
How will the world upbraid me, for allowing 
Your hurried nuptials, in this ill-ftarr'd hour 
Of doubtful horrors, your unhappy bride 
Or drown'd in tears, or almoft craz'd with terror I 
And the brave youth, her late affianc'd lord, 
My poor ill-fated friend, welt'ring in blood. 
From the bafe wounds of undeteded murder ! 

Mendoza. 
My honour'd father, thou haft only done 
What tendernefs and duty both enjoin*d. 

Her 



A TRAGEDY. 151 

Her generous wifli to be my wedded love, 
Her virtuous dread that honour might forbid it, 
And the dire fate of that lamented youth, 
Whom (he both loath'd and pitied, all combined. 
Had cruelly depriv'd her troubled fenfes 
Of reafon's fovereign guidance ; ftill on me 
The lovely maniac rav'd 5 implor*d my aid 
To fave her from Lupercio's nuptial claim, 
And chafe the gory phantom from her fight, 
Which frenzy rais'd before it :-_what remain'd. 
But for Mendoza, urg'd by love and pity. 
To take the dear diftreft one to his bofom, 
Bear her from hence, and in more tranquil fcenes 
Heal her diftemper'd mind, and fondly cherijQi 
The gentle fufferer into peace and joy ? 

Governor. 
Heaven blefs the generous fervor of thy fondnefs. 
Thou noble-minded youth I— I had not power 
To thwart thy wifh, tho' my paternal heart. 
Trembling in its completion, ftill endures 
Painful viciflitudes of hope and fear. 

< M E N B o-z A. 
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M E N D O Z A^ 

Doubt not, my father, lenient time and love, 
That mutual love which confecrates oar union, 
Will from the harrafs*d fpirit of thy daughter 
Remove this load of complicated anguifh. 
And make us foon the happiefl pair that ever 
Reached the pure fummit of connubial blifs. 

Govern© », 
I know flie loves thee to a fond excefs ; 
Her foul was form*d for love : and thou art blefl, 
Mofl richly bleA, with all that can enchant 
The eye or heart of woman : — on this ground 
I build my ftrongeft hope. Yet O, my fon. 
Weak as fhe is, her fenfes fcarce reftor*d. 
How can I yield this darling from my fight, 
E'en to a guard fo tender ? 

M E N D o z A. 

Speak your plcafurc ! 
If 'tis your wifli, we will remain your gucfts. 
But change of place will footh the harrafs*d mind 
Of our fweet fuiFerer. She fHould quit this fccne, 

While, 
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While, in avenging the brave murdcrM youth, 
You nobly pay your great and awful debt 
To private friendfhip and to public juftice. 

Governor. 
I have no doubts on that atrocious deed— 
My poor loft friend's incautious ardent fpirit 
Had fatally provok'd fome defperate villains 
Who lurk within our city : the bafe wretches 
Have thus reveng'd a menace, which Lupercio 
Pronounc'd againft their chief; — but by my orders 
We foon fhall fee the bloody flaves fecur'd. 
A care ftill heavier preffes on my heart, 
My poor perturbed child I — My anxious love 
Wavers in painful doubt, nor can refolve 
To fpeed her hence, or to detain her here. 

M E N D O Z A. 

Submit it to her choice ! — Soon as the prieft 
Ended our hafty and afFedting marriage, 
You know fhc begg'd permiffion to retire. 
To gain by folitude reviving ftrength. 
And ftill thofe throbs of lovely agitation. 
Which in the folemn rite fubdu'd her foftnefs. 

X Go 
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Go to her chamber, your paternal care 
May beft explore her wiflies : let them be 
Our guides in every ftep I— For me, I hold 
My fortune and my life but minifters 
Bound to fulfil our deareft mutual hope. 
And make the blifs of your angelic daughter 
As. perfedl. as her beauty. 

Governor. 
/ Noble youth 1. 

A father's tears mu ft thank, thee.— I will follow 
Thy generous counfel, and return to blefs thce^ j^Exit*, 

M,ENDOZAk 

How mighty is thy power, Parental Love !' 
The hardy finews of this gallant veteran,. 
Proof *gainft the weight of war's fev^xeft toils,. 
Yield to thy preffure. — That undaunted firmnefsj. 
Which peril could not /hake, is turn' d by thee. 
To wavering fear and fond irrefolution. . 

EnUr Lopez*. 
Lopez; 
Ijfy honour'd lord, forgive me, if my zeal- 
Urge me. to trouble you with painful truths l! 

Men j>.o z Ai. 
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5 I -V ■ . ; -i \ ', • ^ -i r 

M E N D O Z A. 

r 

What wouldft thou, Lopez ? — Hence with idle preface, 

• ■ . ' ' ' 

And fpeak thy meaning boldiy ! 

Lopez. 

*Tis my duty 
That forces from my lips, at fuch a feiafon, 
What I muft grieve to fpeak, and you to hear, 

M E N D o z A. 

_ ■- . 1 / . 
Well, thou haft credit for thy good intention, 

Spare thy apologies, and tell thy tale ! 

Lopez. 

'Tis thus, my lord — but promife me your pardon— 

Me N DO z A. 
I'll pardon any thing but thy fufpence. 

Lopez. 
Know then, the fteward of this houfe, Hernandez, 
Has been obferv'd to throw his daring arms 
With fuch licentious freedom round your bride. 
As honour cannot brook. 

Me nd oz a. 

Good fimpk fellow 1 
Is this thy wondrous tale ? thy painful truth ? 

X 2 WliatI 
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What ! art thou yet to learn, that antient fervants 

Are amply privilegM on days like this' ? 

The man who bore the infant in his arms 

May kifs the ripen'd bride without a crime. 

And the quick eye of jealoufy itfelf 

Shall wink at his prefumption. — Get thee gone ! 

Lopez. 
He boafts he will attend you to Madrid ; 
Says he is fix'd for life my lady'^s uflier. 
Defying e'en her hufband to difplace him* 

Me N D oz A. 
I will not quarrel with his honeft pride,. 
Inebriate with joy ; — yet as the world. 
Is prone to cenfure, 'twili perhaps be prudent '■ 

To ftrijce this boafting vaflal from our train : 
But that hereafter.— ^Hence !^ my father comes — 
Yet, Lopez, ftay — oiie word with thee alone. 

[£*•// wjti Lopez*. 
Enter the Governor and Marcella. . 
Ma RCE L la; 
Think not, thou kindeft parent that e'er drew 
From the fond eyes of a proteded child. 

7; THe 
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The tears of filial gratitude, think not 

Thy daughter thanklefs for thy guardian cartf 

From her impatient hafte to quit thy manfion I 

Governor. 
No T my fweet child ! I know thy heart too well 
To doubt its tendernefs. Truft me, thy father. 
Much as he joys to have thee in his fight, 
Feels in thefe moments all the forceful reafons . 
That urge thy quick departure. 

Marcella. 

Then farewell' 

To this paternal roof f Ye walls, that echoed 

With the gay mufic of my infant fongs, 

Farewell ! If aught of evil hover o'er ye, 

May it depart with me ! depart for ever I 

Safety and honour, pure celeftial guards,. 

Watch o'er this dome I and blefs its dear pofleflorl— — 

Hear this my parting prayer, indulgent Heaven I 

Whate'er thy pleafure may ordain for me. 

Here or hereafter, grant, O grant me this, 

To die before my father can have caufe 

To wifli he were not author of my being ! 

Govern or* 
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Governor. 
Live but till then, and thou muft be immortal I — . 
Rife, my kind daughter ! — Thou wilt ever prove 
My age's darling ; dearer to thy father 
Than life or glory. Heaven, I truft, for thee 
Has years in ftore of ftill encreafing joy. 

M A R C E L L A. 

Alas ! my father, doft thou not perceive 
The poor Lupercio whifpering from his fhroiid 
How fhort and how precarious mortal being ! 
If foon thou chance to hear thy child is dead, 
And his fliade tells me thou wilt hear it foon, 
I pray thee let not an intemperate grief 
Bend to the earth thy venerable age. 
Yet O forget me not ! with tender forrow 
Give thy pure prayers to my departed foul ! 

Governor. 
Rife, rife, my <:hild I —Let not thefe gloomy fancies 
O'ercloud thy chearful fpirit i raife thine eyes 
To all the radiant paths of varied pleafure 
Tliat open now before thee !— See thy lord, 
The brijght conductor of thy future fteps, 

;? Comes, 
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Comes, like the fun new-rifen, to difperfe 
Thefe noxious vapours from thy dkrken'd mind,. 
And give thy charms new liiftre ! ' 

Enter Mendoza. 
Go V E R N b R. 

Dear Mendoza,, 
We will from hence to-day: I will myfelf 
Play the young fbldier, and efcort your bride- 
Aerofs this province. 

Me n d o z a; 

Blefs the travellers, 
Whofe road is ffiortead by fo dear a guide i 

Governor, 
Raife thou that drooping lily, while I go 
And iffue orders for our quick departure. \Exit. 

Mendoza. 
Come to my arms, thou fweet feraphic being ! 
Gome, and prefide o'er all my future life, 
As a benignant angel, by whofe guidance 
I wifli to regulate my every thought !-^— 
Blefs that kind tear! it is the fweet reply 
Of tendcrnefs too delicate for. language.^ 

Y€t 
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Yet fpeak, Marcella — my delighted ear 
Doats on the mufic of thy Toothing voice. 

Marcella. 
O had I but the power to make thee happy ! 
Were it but pofliblc, thy life ihould prove 
Unclouded, as thy virtues and thy love ! 

M E N D O Z A. 

In thee I've every blefling man can wifli. 

My confcious pride, exulting in thy love, 

Boldly defies the wantonnefs of fancy 

To figure joys above th' unchequer'd blifs 

Which my full heart has found in thy perfedion. 

Be thou as happy as thou mak'ft Mendoza, 

And we fliall live the envy of the world. — 

Why gufh thefe tears ? Why heaves thy lab'ring bcfom ? 

Why roves thy troubled eye around the chamber. 

Seeming to parley with the fenfelefs walls ? — 

My tender fair-one 1 I perceive thy thoughts : 

This is the fond adieu which thy foft fpirit 

Expreffes to this dear paternal nianfion. 

Be chear'd I thou foon fhalt vifit it again, 

When its glad gates fhall leap at thy approach.. 

And 
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And ev*ry echoing ftone repeat thy welcome.— 
Still pcnfive ! — Come, fweet partner of my life I 
Prepare we for our travels. — Have your women 
Receiv'd their orders ? Pray, ere we depart, 
Inform Hernandez we will not deprive . 

His generous matter of fo tried a fervant ! 
Tell him he muft not quit his poft. 

Marcella. 

I dare not. 

Me NDOZ A. 

How I dare not, didft thou fay ? What ! dare not utter 
A juft direction to an aatient vailal ? 

Marcella. 
He is the mafter of a fatal fecret, 
I dare not drive him to reveal. 

Me N D o z A. . 
A fecret I 
Haft thou a fecret thou canft wifli to hide 
From the fond eye of all-forgiving love ? 

Marcella. 
I have : — for thee, thou darling of my foul, 
And for my father*s peace, I ftrongly wifh*d 

y To 
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To bear it with me to an early grave, 
And hide its painful horrors in the (hade 
Of haftcn'd death :— but, like the inbred fire. 
That burns its paflage thro' the groaning earthy 
Struggling, it burfts from my convulfivc bofom^ 
And all the blazing ruin nifhes on thee. 

M B N D o z A. 

Amazement ! — Thou haft petrified my heart : 
Yet fpcak ! whatev^ wretchednefs awaits me, 
I wi{h to hear it from no lips but thine. 

Marc ell a. 
Thou generous obje<£t -of my fatal 4ove I— 
Wretch as I am, how 'fliall I bear the pangs. 
The keener pangs, Vm deftin'd to infiid: 
On the pure heart I wifli'd to make moft ha^y ? 
Ill-ftarr'd Mendoza I dear, deluded youth I 
Thou fondly think*ft thou'ft taken to thy bofom 
A fpotlefs form of purity and tmtli ; 
But oh !. *tis ftain'd by complicated crimes. 
Too horrible for utterance. 

.Men too 2 a. 

Can it "be ? 



Who 
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Who but thyfelf fhould call thee bafe, and live ? 
Thou canft not be fo : yet, I pray thee, fpeak 
The dreadful purport lab' ring on thy lips ! 

Marcella. 
By Heaven I cannot! anguifh, fhame, remorfe 
Stifle my words. — Here let me fall before thee ! 
In pity both to me and to thyfelf 
Kill the vile wretch thus groveling at thy feet, 
Before her guilty tale fhall freeze thy blood. 

Men Doz A. 
Rife, thou dear (ufi''rer ; I conjure thee fpeak— 
No words, how horrible foe'er their import. 
Can torture more than this foul-harrowing filenco. 

M*A R C E L L A. 

Lupercio 



Hernandez- 



M E N D o z A. 

What I— Thou knew*ft not of his murder I 
Marcella. 

M E N D O Z A. 

Ha I was he the blackafTaflin ? 

Y 2 Marcslla* 
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Marcella. 
I did not place the poniard in his hand ; 
I did not afk for blood : but my bafe falfliood, 
Falfhood the offspring of my love to thee, 
Led to that bloody deed. 

Me n d o z a. 

My bride a murd'refs ! 

Marcella. 
Look not upon me thus I I cannot bear 
The fierce abhorrence of thofe angry eyes. 
Plunge thy fword here, and give me gentler death I 

Men D o z A. 
Thou canft not be fo guilty. Thou haft injur*d 
Thy ovirn foft heart. — Unfold the fatal ftory, 

Marcella. 
Thou'rt yet to hear accumulated horrors, 
To make me ftill more loathfome to thy fight : 
But I can nevet fpeak them.— Kill me I kill me I 
In mercy end my miferies, before 
The lightning of my father's indignation 
Strikes his detefted daughter into duft. 

Mb NDO z A. 
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Me NDO Z A. 

Would I could fave him from the pangs I feel ! 
But *tis impoflible, if thou art guilty, 

Marcblla. 
It is, it is — then fave me from his wrath f 
Save my departing fpirit from his curfe, 
And death may then atone for my offences. 
I only wifli to die by that dear hand ; 
For oh ! Mendoza, had not my fond heart 
Doated upon thee with unbounded love, 
We ne'er had known this miferable hour* 

Mendoza. 
»Tis true, thou lovely criminal ! — O Heaven f 
Why was fhe fram'd with fuch pernicious beauty ? — 
I dare not truft myfelf to gaze upon thee 
In this wild tumult of my madd'ning foul. — 
Reft in this chamber, and reftrain thy tears> 
While I regain fome little ufe of reafon. 
To hear more calmly all thy wretched tale. 

[^He leads ^arcella weeping to the adjoining chamber^ 
and dofes the door upon her* 

Me N D o z a» 
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M E N D O Z A. 

What's to be done ? my dizzy foul, thus falling 
From joy's bright fummit to thefe depths of horror, 
Lofes the faculty of thought. — Here, Lopez I 
Go ! bring Hernandez inftantly before me ! 

Enter the Governor. 
My father ! are you come ? I wifli'd your prefence, 
Yet I would freely part with life, to fave you 
From the dread fcene we muft fuftain together. 

Governor. 
What means Mendoza ? — whence thy alter'd vifage?— 
What new afflidion ? — wherc's my haplefs child ? 

Mendoza. 
Thou brave, thou good, affedionate old man, 
It wounds my foul to tell thee, that thy roof 
Harbours the murderer thy juftice fecks. 
Behold, he comes to anfwer for his crime ! 

[Lopez and other Servants bring in Hernandez. 
Governor. 
Hernandez 1 — Art thou certain of his guilt ? 
Or whence is thy furmife ? 

M B N D o z A. 
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M B N D O Z A. 

Hear and decidie !«• ^ 

Thou faithlefs fervant, vfho haft ftain'd a life 
Of long integrity by one Hack deed, 
I charge thee with the blood of that bxare youth 
Thy mafter call'd his fricnd.-^Say I art thou able 
To plead thy innoceoce ? — Thou need'ft not ipeak ; 
Thy guilty featursa lofwer thy accufer. 

HERNANDEZ (afide,) 
The trait* refs has betray '4 me : th^n, revenge. 
Thou art the only fweet xkax I can tafie« 
And I will baqc^pt on thee> 

Gove rm-or. 

If thou art 
So bafe a monfter^df ingratitude, 
Prepare thy felf for toitures. 

Hernandez. 

Spare thy threats. 
Thou know*ft not yet the partner of my guilt t— 
Thou wouldft not chufe to fee thy daughter's beauty 
Expos'd a mangled vi^im in thofe ftreets, 

' 10 Where 
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Adhere never eye furvey'd her palling form 
But with delight or envy ! 

Governor. 

Slanderous ruffian I 
Dar'ft thou prophane the virtue of my child ? — 
But her pure foul could no more league with thine, 
Than Heaven's moft favor'd angel could defcend 
To aid the hellifh plots of that arch fiend 
Who prompted thee to perpetrate this murder. 

M E N D o z A fafide to Hernandez.) 
Peace, villain ! and if e'er thoii hop'ft for mercy, 
Refpedt the feelings of a wounded father ! 

Hernandez. 
Talk not to me of mercy — I defpife it. — 
Death is, I know, my portion ; but its pangs 
Are turn'd to tranfport by my rich revenge. 
Too long the jefts of mockery were lavifh'd 
On my milhapen form and ardent love. 

One gibing youth has paid me,with his life. 

For infolent derifion ; and o'er thee. 

Thou haughty huftand, thou fair golden image, . 



Whom 
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Whom beauty .worlhips unconftrain'd, o*er thee 

My triumph rifes to a prouder height 

Of bold revenge 1 have enjoy *d thy bride. 

M E N D o z A. 

Thou bIood-ftain*d lyar, hence ! — Away with hinoi 
To Arid confinement in your deeped dungeoni 

Hernandez. 
Bite thy proud frantic lip, in favage hope 
To fee my crooked body on the wheel 
Crufh'd, and exposed a public fpedlacle ! 
My vengeance is confummate ; but for thine, 
*Tis the vain menace of prefumptuous pride, 
Which courage laughs at: — I efcape it thus. 

IStah himfelf. 

Me NDOZ A. 

Thou haft indeed eluded the flow hand 
Of human juftice, but thou canft not foil 
The furer vengeance of high-judging Heaven. 

Governor. 
Go I bring thy wife ! flie muft appear this inftant. 
The form of injur'd innocence muft draw 
♦. * Z From 
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From the pale lips of this expiring villain 
Th' avowal of his falfhood. 

Hernandez. 

My dim eyes 
Are clofing, and in this deceitful world 
Shall look no more upon her fatal beauty; 
But in the next — O mercy I [Dies, 

Governor. 
Where is my daughter ? 

Marcella (entering.) 

Here's the haplefs being, 
Who once was proud of that endearing name : 
Tho' fallen, lefs guilty than the world might judge me, 
From the bafe infult of this bleeding wretch, 
Whofe crilnes are closed by death ; yet O ! my father. 
Too vile to claim thy kindnefs, or to live. 

Governor. 
Wrong not thyfelf I thou art all innocence. 

Marcella. 
Thou dear, deluded parent — 'twas my wifti ■' 
To die, and not deprive thee of a thought, 

2 In- 
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In which thy virtuous fpirit would have found 
Sweet confolation for thy loft delight. — 
I wifti'd a little longer to fupport 
This wretched being, that I might not ftain, 
By my accelerated fate, this manfion. 
The dear afylum of thy honour*d age I 
But my gall'd fpirit, never form'd to bear 
The heavy load of unacknowledged guilt, 
Sunk in its painful efforts to fuftain it. 
Hence the quick end of that abhorr'd aflaffin t 
And hence thy child, atoning now by death 
For her conceafd offences, thus implores thee 
To pardon, and to blefs her parting fpirit ! 

Governor. 
O thou dear fufferer ! whatever thy failings, 
Attempt not aught againft thy precious life I 

Me N DOZ A. - 
Live, I conjure thee, and the tears of love 
Shall wafh th' ideal blemifh from thy heart. 

Marcella. 
My generous hufband 1 let me fpeak tliat name. 
Still precious to me, tho' fo raflily purchas'd ! 

Z 2 Think 
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Think not thy injur'd bride deiignM to give 
To thy chafle bed a vile diflionour'd partner, 
Tho* forcibly diihonour'd I 

Governor. 

Ha, my child \ 
Haft thou endur*d from that atrocious ruffian — 

Marcella. 
O good my father, aflc not my faint voice, 
Which foon will fink in everlafting filence, 
T' unfold a tale, whofe utterance would call 
Shame's burning blufh to the pale cheek of death.— 
A friendly poifon has already numb'd 
My vital faculties, but I have left 
A written legacy of fatal fondnefs, 
In which, unlefs my blotting tears have marr'd it. 
You'll read what I have done, and what endur'd. — 
Nay, weep not ! both of you may love me dead. 
Living you could not. 

M E N DOZ A. 

Could affeAion refcue 
Thy beauty from the grave, thou ihould'ft not die. 

Marcella. 
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MABCEtLA. ■ ' ' ^ 

I know, ye generous fpirits, death will cancel 

In your kind memVies all niy fatal errors : ' 

And hence its pangs are welcome. — One bale purpofe 

Produc'd thefe fcenes of unexpected horror ; 

But Heaven has wiird that crime (hould quicken crime, 

To (hew the danger of one devious ftcp 

From the clear pa*hs of probity and truth. — 

My dear Mendoza ! thou wilt not deny me 

The title of thy wife to grace my tomb, 

And I fhall flecp in peace. — Confole my father, 

And let him find in thee a worthier child I 

I had a heart to reverence his virtues, 

But not the ftrength to imitate. — O Heaven ! [Dies» 

Mendoza. 
*Tis gone ! 'tis fled \ the proud, the lovely foul. 
That could not brook the fliadow of diihonour ! 
Thy monument (hall be the nuptial bed 
On which Mendoza will recline, and breathe 
His faithful fondnefs to thy lifl'ning fpirit. 
Nor will I flight the dear and hallow'd truft, 
Bequeathed ;by filial piety, to fhicld 

With 
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With conftant care thy father's honour'd age,— 

Unhappy father I round the livid bf eaft 

Of his loft child in fpeechlefs agony 

His arms are riveted I— Aid me to raife. 

And bear him gently from this fcene of death 1 
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Tom Carclefs W^ Mr. Uycle. 
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XT THAJE/ER the fuccefs of your journ^ may be^. 

^ * My. dear rural lage, you are.welopjiie to me ; 
Your benevolent projefts I hope you'll complete, 
By this,ta:ip firofn your ihug: fcientific retreat*; 
In return for amuferaent- youVe given me th^ire, 
By your fin^^^par^tusj and lecture?, on air, 

A a I'll 



t*. 
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ni fhew you the town ; and tKe town is a fcience» 

Mr. C Y c LB. 
On my tutor, dear Tomj I*vc a perfeA reliance^ 
For I. know in that ftudy what vigils you've kept* 

Careless. 
'Tis the only one, truly, where I'm an adept ; 
Fof-alsjto the law^: that's. theiTciehite of thorns^ . . 
And tho' it& black robe my lean figure adorns. 
Perhaps 'twice a yearv for ti^*father*s gobd pleafurc^ * 
I've renounc'd, I confefs, both its toil and its treafwe*. 
From my faprent Lord Coke this advantage I gain ^ 
He led me to £nd out a £aw in my brain „ 
That title? on which^fes wife parents have dbne» 
My father laid claim to the. ieals- for his (bn*. 

Mr. Cycle. •: 
Such language, dear Tom, i« in truth but a brogue^ 
That betrays the young heir as an indolent rogue. 
'Tis the cant of ye all*— ye want talents to dtudge» 

Careless. 
Well ! think me, my friend, wife enough for a judge,. 
I ftill mufl rejoice I have nothing to do> 
As my heart now incHnes me to wait upoa you;. 

Iwil&> 
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I wifli I could raifc you the ca£h you require, ; ; - *i 

But you know I depend on a K:lofc-handed fire. 
Who promifes largely, and often has faid 
He wi^l make me a Croefiis whenever I wed ; 
But to drive me, I think, to the conjugal ftate. 
Keeps the purfe of the batchelor woefully ftrait ; • 
And guineas at prefent are fcarce, to my fbrrow. 
How much are you now <iome to London to borrow ? > 
Two thoufaodj d'ye/ay? 

Mr. Cycle. 
J: Yes [ two thoufand at leaft, ' ? 

And perhaps rather more,' as my plan is increa$*d. 
I wifhfor lio profit, but public efteem-; : 
And much jgood; to the wodd muft ariic froin my fcheme» 

, "Careless. 

Weill I wifh you iriay profper, ;b\it, a^;irm-^ fiixnier,: -1 
I as foon ihould expcft a ro'aft Ph^nix for dinn^r^ ' 
As in tim.e» like the prefent fuch loans from si frU^dy 
When Opulence has not a ftiver to lend. . ^. . ' 
You philofophers look, with; tontempt- tipon cafh ; ' 
But the fools of thl« town are fo fond ofth<5 trafli. 
That as you're^ a cheotift,, both ikillful and bold. 
You had beft try to make a few odd limip$-of ^Id ; 

A a 2 . • And 



ttb THIS TWO CONNOISSEURS? 

And this ncwJy- found art yon taxy trywithlcfe coffi;. 
Since to borrow wkh eai^ feems an art that U hofk^ 

Mr. Cycur* 
Dear Carelefs, you^re wckoroc to ratly my hopes;; 
So attack them with alt your rhetorical tropes 1 
The man is ill-wrapt iaphiJblbpby's. doak, 
Whofe bofem< is lufiled^ dear Tomy by a joke» 
I know money** fcarce j yet I will not de%ond^r 
I've twa friends who'll fupply what I want^ on my boiul., 

C A R B L B S & 

What I- tw$ CvLch goodi friends I. fo riciv open,, and; free li 

Dear Cycle^ I pray iatcoduce them; td< me ;; 

For not one of th^t caft my long lift can produce :. 

}Vhy ! man, ibch a friend is' the goldcn^egg'd goofe 5; 

You may hunt for the bird e'en as long as you're able'j, 

But at laft you will find it is only a fable;. 

I wanted but one hundEed: pound,, t'odier diayv 

And aik'd itfty friends,, that chance threw in my way,, 

But they all (hook their heads,, with a negative nodj, 

So I dunn d my ©Id father, in; fpitc of the -rod. 

But pray do I know the good creatures you; mean T 

Mr. Cycle. 

Aye \ bothi— They're two friends, whom for years I've: 

not feenj 

But 
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Bat in juvenile days X held each as my brother. 
And I truft that we all are ftill dear to each other. 
You re acq^uainted with Beril— 

Careless. 

Well I there, I confefS, 
Your wifhes have fbme little chance of fucceik. 
If there's one in the world, who, regardlefs of pelf, 
Would relieve a friend's want&, tho' he ftraiten'd himfelfy 
You have now nam*d the man. Yet perhaps he can't Icndt 
I know he has fufier'd by aiding a friend ;. 
And I fancy he has but a flender effate. 
"^Tis true, he don't play, tho* careft by the great ;. 
Yet in ftatues and books he's expcnfive, 'tis faid— 
I have feen him bid high for a porphyry head. 

Mr. C Y c L E. 
'Tis hard, fortune ffill fhould torment him with croflcs*. 
I footh'd him to bear the fevereft of loi!cs : 
I was with him, when blafted in youth's blooming charms. 
His lovely Sophia was torn from his arms. 
You knew not, I think, that unfortunate fair^ 
The viflrim of cruelty, love, and defpair, 

^ She 
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She was bound to our friend by a mutual afFedion, 
But her rich fordid parents opposM the connexion. 
The canker of forrow inceflantly prey'd 
On the perifliing bloom of the delicate maid : , 
Her duty, hej fuff' rings, made nature relent. 
And wrung from her father a tardy confent j 
But death render'd vain the late fandion he gave, 
And his child's bridal bed was the pitilefs grave. 
Many years have now fbften'd the lover's wild grief: 
Perhaps fome new beauty now yields him relief* 
He's ftUl fmglc, I think ? 

C A RELE S«. 

Yes 1 in learning and art 
He has fought the chief balm for the wounds of his heart ; 
Hence a pleafing mild elegance runs thro' his life; 
And had I a fifter I'd wifh her his wife. — 
But now for your fecond friend J — What is his name ? 
For acquaintance with him too I'll certainly claim. 
You fay that I know him : come I tell me who is it I 

Mr. Cycle* 
Yes ! indeed, it is obc whom you frequently vifit. 

And 
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And here you muft own, that my hopes are well founded. 
Since in kindnefs and wedlth he has ever abounded ; 
And a legacy lately »~ 

C A R E c E s s . 

You don't mean Bijou,. 
That coUedor of knick-knacks ? 

Mr. C y c l b; 

Indeed, Tom, I do» 
iVe a title to afk any favor from hrm : 
He has fome little vanity, fome little whim,. 
Yet ftill he*s a friendly, benevolent man. 

Carele»s«. 
You may rap at his door — but get in if you can I' 
Your friend, when you faw him,, was jocund and frccj. 
His heart full of bounty his ipirit of glee ;: 
His vanities too had fo mirthful a caft,^ 
That Fricndfhip' herfelf even wifli'd them to kff. 
But MarriagCy that changer of mind and of feature,. 
Ha& made poor Bijou- quite a diiFerent creature;. 

Mr. Cy c l e. 
I am told that his wife, with a pocket well laden^. 
Was a little,, fat^ ancient, and wellr-behav-di maiden ;. 

Whoj 



184' THE TWO CONNOISSEyRS: 

Wbo, haying a fimilaf taftd for virtu, 
Put her cabinet under the care (cjf Bijou, 

C A R E L E S 8.. 

Yes, indeed I in an odd fit of amorous hunger. 

He married an old curiofity-mongcr, 

Who is ready to faint, if a vifitor knocks ' 

While fhe's brufhing the duft from her raree-fhew box. 

Her maid t'other day threw her into a fwoon, 

By cracking the eye of a great fluff 'd baboon ; 

For inftead of young children, whofe troublesome noiis = 

Might difturb tlieir fedate, virtueifical joys. 

She fills their fine houf^ with new monfters or mummies. 

Ma. C Yc L E, 
Of your ftory/dear Tom, I perceive what the fum is. 
You don't like the lady : — fliiC may not pleafe ;you> 
And yet be an exceljent. wife for Bijou. 
I am told ihe has really much merit and taite. 
In her morals they fay (he's remarkably chdfte ; 
So with lectures, perhaps, fhe has wounded your car. 
And you rakes of the Temple may think her fevere, 

C A a £ L E « $« 
No, faith ! with the lady I ftand very well, 
I bought her efteem with an old empty {hell. 

3 I own 
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I own {he has piety, morals, and lenfe : 
To chaftity no one will doubt her pretence. 
But tho* with thefe virtues I freely inveft her, 
My heart, I confefs, is inclin*d to deteft her. 
She has ruin*d her hufband — at leaft fo I think ; 
To a dwarf ihe has made his benevolence (hrink, 
And puff*d up his vanity intoa giant. 
To all her ftrange whims he*.8 fo fervilely pliant, 
He*d obey her caprice, whatfoe*er it might hint, 
And deny himfelf bread to buy her an odd flint. 

Mr. Cycle. 
Why, Tom, that's a proof of his fond tender heart. 

Careless. 
To me it proves nought but her lady(hip*s art : 
And fo you yourfelf would explain the whole riddle. 
If you heard her once flatter his pencil or fiddle,' 
As a more wretched bru(h never blotted poor paper. 
And ne'er fqueak*d a Cremona beneath, a worfe fcraper. ~ 
Tho' pamper 'd with flattery thus by his wife. 
Our friend has quite loft all his humor and life i 
And whenever I look on his cold chearlefs face* 
As he Hands by the fide of his wife's fpflU-cafc, 

6b- I think 
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I think her a perfe^ ^^dwfa, I own, • • . 

Who has turn'd l^er-fwor Buib^nfd him&lf into ftona 

•.,M|i, Cycle; • % .! 
You loungers, dear Tbipj in ypijr idle difp\rtes, 
Love to ridicule gll life's amufing.purfwtJ^:}; , ; .. : , . 
But they^j^U h^ve tk^T,ui»,..l ^nd sf he l^dj wt<>jiPyf 
In coUedling an odd fet of w^iinifical to)fs^ . • . . .• 

Is herfelf ^^fare gfm, tl^at ^my judgpieot r^^^ds, r 
More thap.fftU i^, fftir votariff of fcandal nn^ pards* ;/ ,■ 7 
I know I .fti4il:Uke.her,,^n fpjte. of yoi^r ft^f^ur^, i^ i,.^- 
And I'm going to fee how you've fail'd in her pidurew 
My old ^j^d'ft rgoo^w^U: I (Ml pi^ to the triaL • - - 
And folicit his aid witho^it fegr.qf cj^nial^ 

.CaREIiSSS^ .... i' 

Come iirkAgJi***!' will .fee if your w^^kom^i? hg^rty j {..j ^a 
Indeed I «ma^fferwe you by joining tke paj-ty, . 
And I'fBi e^ger to' know (for my portrg^it i» true) 
Whsll: you think of the change ihe has wirought in ]?ijp^ 
To a knowledge of -nature! ne'er wilLpvete^^^j ,{{ ^ 

If, when you Have feein, in^the hou& o( qmk £iitj)dy •< . > 
All the natural rmties raiig'd in ^ g^gXsi • . ' .•> I,., ' 

You don't i*ank his heart in the petrified: ej^f*,' [#j^^4 
:-'iiH- : I , SCENE 



w/^ a J^^QTfpen into an interior Cabinet of Curiofities-^' 
Several J^^ff^d: <j{i{^aiur^s find othef.]^Mi^M%^M\ 'M 
the Apartmnt^., ^^ , . . *; , . ... ' -..-v^ .''^. ' b: I 

tacl^^dfryli weijl^dt 1 dfaice' WW9 "Jcdl dtit of ti* teg>t(fo^ s'l * 
Where I frtrt<blet($itt<Kr^j*'foU as flywjh'ks a-kloyfeJ i ' i' 
Attd (N'attfe^'d'efrJtfditd'edrfte >ifaTor this rdofft ; ' - ' '• ^>r. A 
Ind€l^'«h<Pp*ctt**€>^«bi»^'taa'f(ia#ce bo1d'Aibi'»&itt:>'J i>'7A 
For my miftrefs, fhe, fays, has done nothing bijt bait her, 
Since flie brufli'd off, the tail oif the new alligator. 
I've a great mind to lav np my briifh on the fhelf. 
And leave ihadain to duft allher morifters fienelF. 
Would my mafter would make her, for theie ftocks and 

Itones, 
A young little plaything of good flefli and bones I 
But, alas I thefe old ladies who can't raife a baby. 
Are as full of nonfcnfical maggots as may be. ' 

And our houfe is fo cramm'd with this whimfical jumble. 
That if you touch one thing, another will tumble, 

^ B b 2 Madam 



i«8 THE TWO CONNOI8SBURS; 

Madam fays, 1 mi^lace whatibever I clean, 

But 1*11 vchture to wipe off the duft from this fcreen* 

•^^ [TiroTi^s it dpwft, 

A plague take the things t they do nothing but fall. 
Lud ! my fingers have run thro* the cover and all. 

[Taking up the ScreeUy and uncovering if, 
'Tis my miafter^s new drawing— how madam will thunder-* 
This fine naked beauty IVe torn quite aiunder: 
And the rent muft befeen-— I can thniftmy whole thttmb in. 
And IVe no time to mend it — my nuftrefs is comiiig,— ^ 

Mrs. Bijou (entering in a dark hrvwn Bed-g^n^ 
with a Brujb of PeacQcFs Feathers.) 

Some new mifchiefs done here. — Lord 1 Joan, what*s the 

. matter^? 
I am fare you broke ibmething — ^I heard fuch a clatter. 

Joan. 
Indeed, Ma*am, Tve had a moil cruel difaJler. 

The fcreen 

M R s. B I J o u. 
What ! the beautiful work of your maflber ! 

JOA N. 



My^nger nipt thrp, a« I;i»^ip'4it;}|i l^^i^c,. ,j j ..j^i 
But V.m Aire I can mend it again with fome pafle. 

You awkward) pert h^fljby.l pray let itaipuf^ I . j,,^ j 
Can pafte inend a flaw in a godd^fs's zone ? 
,Ye ftars 1 give me patience 1 — Get out of this doof» 
And pray let me never fet eyes on you mpr^ I ; < 
I knew I ihould fufler as fbon as you came,.. .. , ^ 
For taking a thing with fo gothic a name. . < /, 

T o A N, • 

..•..■ 

I'll go — for I live but the life of a cur t 

Yet pray I on my name do not throw any flut I 

I am fure *tis good Englifh, altho* it is JoaUy 

And that's more than you^re able to £sLy oSfout own. 

■ ■'■■_■'■■: .... lExit, 
Mr. B 1 j o u (etttering.) 
What'« the matter^ my dear ? — What new plagud froin 

your maids ? . • ; ; ' 

You for ever are vext by thefe peftiknt jades r 
If bred inv this town, ycra obje^ to their morals ; 
I( rufiics, they break all your glafles or corals. 

Let 
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Let 'em come whence they will,, they bring trouble and 

ftrife, ' ' 

And your* quarrels have made me half fick of my life. 

Mrs. Bijou. 
Don't fay (o^- — You know, my dear Mr. Bijou, 
I take no you rig maids, out of fondncfi to you ; 
And thefc middle-ag'd creatures arc all fo unhandy. 
They make me as fretful as old Mr. Shandy. * 
But, my dear, if you' fee me fometimesin a flame, ' 
I think you won't fay that my temper'* to blame : 
'Twas my love for the works of your delicate hand. 
Which produc'd an emotion I could not command. . ' ' 
If I rated bid- Joan in a great agitation, . . : 

I am fure you will own I had much provocation, * 

Wheft -yoil fee this fad caufe of the buftle between us j -^ 
Shcflias utterly ruin'd your very beft Venus, 
This new lovely drawing ! thejoy of all eyes ! 
i v6w I could cry. — 

Mr. Bijou. ' ' 

What fweet foftnefs I — flie cries I^ — 
Thefe feelings, indeed, prove the true connoiffeur : 
This ill treatment of Art her fine fenfe can't endure. * 

Henceforth, 



^ \ 
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Henceforth, of my w6rks let them fay what they will, 
No painter can boaft fuch a Xeft of his ikill. — 
Come, chear up, my dear Gognofcente I come ! come ! 
I cai;i mend it again with a brufti-fuU of gum*' '■■ ' 

Mrs, Bijou. • • ' 

D'ye think you can mend it ? and won't if look brown',, 

If you don^t bide the ikin with the fkirt of a gown^? ''■' 

'TwQuld. be pity to cloak up a body fo fine, 

Efpecially fince you have drawn it from mine. 

And you. know I caught cold, when I ftript to the waift. 

To fit for the figure, in true attic tafte : 

But I did it from fbndnefs,^ that you might not roam^ 

And wickedly hunt after models from home, ' 

To be fure I love art — but all artifts, they fay, ' ^ 

By their ftudies of nature are tempted to flray ; - 

And I own that your genius gives me great alarms,. ' ' 

Mr. B I jo tr. 
My xkar, tender creature ! pray truft your own" charms t 

' Mrs. B I jou. . ^ 

AfFedionate terrors will rife in my hca:d, , . . t 

I was jealoua, I own, t*other day of the dead, 

; 9 Mr, 
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Mr. Bijdu. * 
What fond fenfibility ! exquifite feeling I 

Mrs. Bijou. 
I hope I was wrong, but ftrange fancies will fteal in, 
When fondnefs has opened die heart to fufpicion. 
You're fo dear to the females of every condition : 
But, I hope, Lady Fancybird was not fo vicious ; 
There was nothing, indeed, in her air meretricious ; 
Yet a jealous pang feiz'd me, I own, when I found 
That by will fhc bequeathed to you three thoufand pound. 
'Tis true, that a legacy's very commodious ; 
Yet the money appears to me utterly odious. 
When I think it was pofiibly meant as the price 
Of endearments, to which fhc had art to entice. 
And not in return for the pidures you drew. 
Of her parrot, her buU-iinch, and old cockatoo. 

Mr. Bijou* 
Lord I my dear, if fuch phantoms your quiet confume, 
You will make the old lady jump out of her tomb, 
'Tis true, that I flattered her favourite paiHon, 
As I love to be well with old ladies of fafhion : 

5 But 
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But pray don't fuppofe, 1 was e*er fo abfurd 

As to ftroke her pale cheek for the pole of her bird. 

Mrs. Bijou. 
Ah I you htimorous man, youVe fuch infinite wit^ 
You can turn to a jeft whatfoe'er you think fit I — '• 
But my heart on this point can be never at eafe, 
Unlefs you'll allow me to fpend, as I pleafe, 
Half the money, of which jou're fo oddly pofleft ; 
And then I fliall think it an honeA bequeft. 
Befides, there's an auction at Lady Toy-Truckle's, 
And I long for a ra.p at the Duchefs's knuckles, 
Who out-bid me, you know, t'other day, for a fliell, 
'Tis all for your credit. 

Mr. B I jdu. 

Well I well 1 my dear, well I 
1 never refufc you the cafh I can fpare. 

Mrs. Bijou, 
You are fure I fliall turn it to fomethmg moft rare : 
For indeed I'm no pitiful hoarder of pelf; 
And I've now fet my heart on fome true antient delf» 

Mr. B I JO u. 
''Tis time you were dreft. 

C c Mrs* 



194 THE TWO CONNOISSEURS s 

Mrs. Bijou. 

As I live, there^s a rap j 
Tm not fit to be feen, in this bed-gown and cap. 
Run I and charge them, my dear, not to let In a fbul t— <- 
With my cabinet duft I*m as black as a coal. 

Mr. Bijou (looking out.} 
Tro too late. 

M R s. B I J o u. 
For my orders they don*t care a pin 5 
And to. vex me, old Joan has let fbmebody in-. 
rU efcape — I can*t bear to be feen in this trim.. 

M R4 B I J o u. 
*Tis only Tom Carelefs — you need not mind himk. 

E«/^r Carcleli and Mr. Cycle. 

Careless. 
Here, good folks !' I have brought you a very rare bird 5; 
*Tis five years fince his notes in this town have been heard'.. 

Mr. Bijou. 
Mr. Cycle I my worthy, old friend I how d*ye do ?— 
Give me leave to prefent to you Mrs. Bijou. ! 

Mrs., 



X 
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•4*!; 

M R s. B I J o u. 
Vm afliamM to be found in this garb. 

Mr. B I jou. 

O ! my dear. 
From a man of true fcience youVe nothing to fear ; 
He*ll freely allow, for he's candid and juft, 
Philofophical ladies mud dabble in duft.— 
Mr. Cycle, my wife is a curious colledor : 
In natural knowledge I hope you'll dired her -, 
You are mailer of all, from the earth to the ftars, 
And may aid her in ranging heir foijils and (pars. 

M R. C Y C L E. 

She fhall freely command all the little I know. j 

Mrs. Bijou. 
You're extremely obliging, dear Sir, to fay fo I 
But I cannot attend you in this dufty veft, 
I'll foon flip it off. 

Careless. 
You (ha'n't ftir, I proteft. 
To talk of your drefs, my dear Mar'am, is a joke, 
To a fage, who exifls but in chemical fmoke. 

C c 2 Your 
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Your robe is indeed like the robe of Saint Bruno, 
Yet ftill by your air we might take you. for Juno, 
While the tail of your, peacock, that type of command^, 
With fucji dignity waves in your awful white hand.. 

Mr s. B I jou. 
You're a young faucy creature !. 

Mr. C Y CL E. 

Thefe idle rogues. Madam,, 
Mbre like fons.of the Sferpent, than children. of Adam,, 
Are apt to eileem it a dull occupation, 
To ftudy. the wonders of this.fair qrpation : 
And hence they, all rally, with humor ill-plac'd,. 
Thofe who feek for amufement in fcience and tafte,, 

Mr. Bijoui. 
Well faid rMnGycle— I'm glad that Virtu 
Has found both.a.friend and a champion in you.. 
Come and peep at my wife's .philofophical treafure !•' 
I hope you'll furvey it again, at your.leifure. — 
My dear> d'ye, allow me to fliew your mufeum.?— 
I'm exad in all matters o^ tuum ^nd Wjsum,. 

MR:S, 
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, M R &. B I J o u. 
Mr, GyclCf I'm Aire, is a privileg'd man. 

Mr. B I JO u. 
It is open." — Come, Sir!: 

[^Exit with Mr, Cycle, into the interior Apartment, 
Mr s. B I J o u. 

Tell me, Tom, if you can,. 
Is not this Mr. Cycle a man of great worth. 
Who wrote a moft excellent book, on the Earth, 

C A.R E.LE S S.. 

'Tis the author himfelf ;• and Lknow not what college. 
Can fhew his fuperior in virtue and knowledge. 
He*s a man of few words, with a. heart and a mind 
Ever bulled in fchemes for the good of mankind 5 . 
And he now vifits London, in hopes to procure. 
Some fupport in a plan for relieving the. poor. 

Mrs. Bijou.. 
The poor !t— of their name I'm alarm'd at the mention:: 
Mr. Cycle,. indeed, may have no ill intention,. 
But I fear hc'UJnvolve my good.hufband in troubles — ^- 
Xhefeprojcias^. of charity end in a bubble.. 

Tlie-: 
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The poor are ungrateful^ diforderly wretches. 

Who can ihift for themfelves bj their tridks and their 

fetches ; 
They deferve not a learned philofopher's thought. 

C A R E I. E S S« 

Your pardon ! — He'll think, if he thinks as he ought. 
That Philofophy, drawing from Heaven her birth. 
Is the fcience of foft'ning the evils on earth. 
By your fears you ha^ve done our friend infinite wrong, 
For tho' his heart's tender, his judgment is ftrong: 
To the proje^Sts of Folly he never can ftoop — 
Philanthropy's friend is not Fhantafy's dupe. 

Mrs. Bijou. 
Why, Carelefs ! you talk in a language quite new : 
Who could dream of a charity- fermon from you ? 

Careless. 
Oh ! a cobler can preach, when his fpirit's inflam'd. 
Mine is apt to Haze forth, if I hear a friend blam'd ; 
And indeed I can't ftifle my heart's ebullitions^. 
When fuch good folks as you harbour vile fuppofitlons. 
But I'm fure you'll forgive all the warmth I haTcihewn, 
When the worth of our friend is to you better known. 

If 
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If you*re angry, I knovjr that your anger will ceafe, 
When- you hear on. what terms I can purchafe my peace. 
A fhell r can bring you — my intereft fuch is— 
Very like what you lately gave up to the Duchefe. 
Perhaps I may give it you — 

Mrs. Bijou. 

You're a good foul— -«• 
As Targe as her Grace's, and perfectly whole? 

C AR E L E SS;. 

Yes, r think. 'tis as large, and in colour as high; 

Mrs, B I JO u^ 
Are you fiirc of: its fhape ? 

Careless* 

Do you queftion my eye ?" 
I'll con\dnce yousFm right ; Ictus inftantly look. 
At the fine colour'd plates in your great DaniiH book. 

M R s. B I JO u. 
Come — ^you giire me more joy than Tin able to fpeakr— 
I can't bear that her. Grace fliould poffefs an Unique.. 

[72>ey retire info the interior Apartment ^ from whence' 

Mr. Bijou and Mr. Cycle return* 
3- Mr. 
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Mr. B I j o u. 
This fcheme, my good friend, does you honor indeed. 
In a bufinefs fo noble I hope you'll proceed ; 
And ma?y you accomplifli yaur utmoft defires, 
In raifing the fum which you-r project requires ! — 
Pray look at this new little drawing of mine I 
Don't _you think it an elegant pretty defign ? 

Mr. Cycle. 
Very lively indeed I — But, my friend, you forget 
What I've J^id on the point of incurrmg this debt, 
Do not fly from the fubjed !•— I hate all evafion z 
I muft fay for your aid I have ferious occafion. 
You know what I've aflc'd, and in aiking I deem. 
That I give you a proof of my cordial eiteem. 
In a poor-houfe myfelf I would rather work hard, 
Than iipply thus to one whom I did not regard. 

Mr. Bijou* 
Mr^ Cycle, I know you're a man without guile. 
And you think in a noble and iingular ftyle ; 
B.ut if afking for cafli is of love a fure teft. 
With afiedionate friends all the wealthy are bleft* 

2 Mr, 
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Mr. Cycle. 
I Bave done, as I fee that you wi{h to evade 
A requeft, that I thought I with juftice had made ; 
As you know, when of fortune you felt a reverfe. 
You had once the command of my profperous purfe;. 
And iince you of opulence now are pofTeft, 
More enrich'd too of late by a friendly bequeft, . 
I fuppos'd, without trouble—^ 

Mr. Bijou. 

Dear Cycle, *tis true : : 
You ihall have it ^ but mum I towards Mr5. B>jou J : 

. Mb.. GycxB. 
O ! I now underftand a^ the cauie of demur ;. 
And if that is the cafe,.I have done, my dear Sir. 
At die hazard oft difcord the Turn you iha'n*t lend ;; 
In family ftrife 1*11 not plunge my old friend. 

Mr. Bijou. 
Do not think me a ilavel — there's no danger of ftrife ^ 
But you'll find^ if you e'er try the conjugal life. 
It is bcft not to waken the frowns of a wife, 
Befides, theie is furely no reafon why. you 
Should talk on fuch bufinefs to .Mrs. Bijou.: 

D d: Mr. 
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Ma. Cyc£s. 
There is certainly none — ^you {hall do as you plca&» 

Mr. Bijou. 
One thoufand, my friend, I can fpare you with cafe ; 
*Tis the (um I (hall go to receive very foon ; 
If you'll call here again, you (Hall have it by noon. 
And to tell you the truth, I would have you make hafte. 
Left my wife fhould demand it for matters of tafte. 
When an audlion is near, ihe is apt to be rafh. 
In laying her hand upon all my loofe cafh ; 
And as fhe is thought fo judicious a buyer. 
Her elegant wifhes I feldom deny her. 
Yet *tis time to grow prudent :— but hufh I here they 

come. 
Remember my charge — dear philofopher, mum 1 

Enter Mrs. Bijou and Carclefs. 

Mrs. Bijou. 
O my dear 1 I'm ia raptures : my young friend has cur'd 
All the bitter vexation I*ve lately endur*d. 
Now in (hells by the Duchefs I am not furpaft ; 
Tom will bring me the fellow to what flie bought laft. 

Q Mr, 



A COMEDY, IN RHYME. 20t 

M R. B I J, o u. 
He's exceedingly kind I — But, my dear, it grows late ; 
Remember the goeft, whom you muft not make wait. 
Old Baron Van-Bettle *8 appointed to-day 
Your curious colkdion of flies to furrey ^ 
As fbme bufinefs abroad will oblige me to leave him^ 
I entreat you, my dear, to be dreft to receive bim. 
Thefe friends will excufe you. 

Mrs. Bijou. 

I'll bid them fartwelt, ' 
Mr* Cycle, your fervant I — Remember the (hell I [EMf^ 

M R. B I J o u. 

my friend I you've a thoufand new drawings to fee.— » 

1 can teU you» our artifls grow jealous of me. 

Joan (entering bajfily.) 
Sir, a coach is juft flopt, and a man with a flar ovt-^ 

Mr. Bijou. 
Od's life I I muft leave you, to watt on the Baron» 

Mr. Cycle. 

1 beg we mayn't keep you. 

D d 2 Mr. 
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M R. B I J d ©. 

My good friends, adieu ! 
Ekar Cycle I pray meet me again here 'at two \ 
I am ferry Vm forc'd thus to part vnxh you now^ 
3ut for fuch an engagement rmiine you'll allow ;. 
For the flies a^re alt riangM in the paiflour below. 
And a guefl like the Baron one can't leave, you know. 
As the key's in the cafe, be perhaps might unlock it. 
And whip the bed butterfly into his pocket. 
'Tis a law with the curious to watch a colledor, 
And you Jiever tnuft trufl him without an infpedor. 

CARtLBSS* 

Now, my friend, Hv^hat d'ye fey to the'portwat'ldrew? 
Were my colours too dark for good Madam Bijou ? 
But how have you far'd in your money-petition.? 
If you get it, I'll call you a mighty magician. 
I can tell you, that Madam iiifpeded a plot. 

Mr. Cycxe. 
I've his promifc— but ihall I accept it, omot? 

Careless. 
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. C A R B L B S S. 

If you can, by all mewjsl*-*twill be favM^rom li^r 

clutches, 
Who WQuld throw k away in Q\((rbididing a Puet^s i 
And at a^udions indeed ihe*d her liuiband iindo» 
Were £he not in her hotife quite a oloCb-hand^ Jisw, 
But on faying a penny (he frequently pQn4€irs, 
And her avarice fcrapes what her vanity fquanders.-^ 
O ! if I were her mafter, her whimfies I'd cure. 
And make a good wife of this vile connoiffeur,— 
"Now for Beril— — he's one of a difierent caft. 

Mr. Cycle, 
Come along I — fince I faw him fome long years have paft, 
And I'm eager to clafp his aiFedionate hand. 

Careless. 
Stop a moment I and anfwer me this one demand I 
Don't you fee a fad change in our poor friend below ? 
Where's the lively companioui the humorous beau ? 
All his pleaiantry's gone— 

M r; C Y c L E. 

I coQfefs, by his carriage) 
He feems to be render'd more ferious by marriage. 

7 Garbles 8« 
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Careless. ' 

By my life, I am grievM, in thus feeing him grow 
The poor trumpeting Have to his wife's raree-fhew.— 
Well 1 ye Gods \ if, whenever my nuptial ftar twinkles^ 
I fhould wed an old hunter of odd periwinkles, 
To engage her nice eye with unchanging attraction,. 
May I turn in her arms to a cold petrifadion ! 



End ef ACT L 
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IL 



S C E N E I, An elegant Apartment^ ornamented with 
a few Bufis and Booisy a large Statue covered upt and a 
Door open into a more extenfive Library, 

Mr.. Beril ttnd Harry. 

Mr. Beril. 

PRAY, Harry, remove from the ftatue its cafe ; 
And be careful in clearing the dufl from its bafe. 

Harry. 
Direaly, Sir? 

Mr. Beril. 
Yes ! you muft inftantly do it, 
For my worthy Lord Seewell is coming to view it. — 
Now, my fweet Lady Frances ! I foon ihall behold 
All thy quick fenfibility wake and unfold : 
Thou wilt pay to this fculpturc the tribute moft dear 5 
Thou wilt praife the fine work by an eloquent tear, 
Unlefs by gay Harriot thy foftnefs is check'd. 
How I long in thy features to mark the efFed 

Produced 
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Produc'd by the wonders of exquifite art, 
On a delicate mind and a feniible heart 1 
But why on thy graces do I rafhly dwell ? 
Why ftudy thofe charms, that I know but too well ? 
In my ftation 'tis madnefs to think of thy hand j 
Yet thou, of all women in this lovely land. 
Thou only could'fl fill, in my defolate bread,, 
The place that my tender Sophia pofleft. 

Harry (advancing.) 
There, Sir, 'tis as neat as a new-twifted cord ; 
But I hope you won't fell this fine thing to my Lord* 
He's a defperate bidder for (lone-work, I'm told ;. 
Yet I hope you will keep it in fpite of his gold.. 

M R. B E R I I.. 

Do you hope fo ?— -pray why ? — I fhould rather have 

thought 
You'd 'rejoice if his lordihip the ilatue had bought ^ 
It would fave you fome trouble* 

Harry. 

For that I don't car^. 
"Why I wifli yoU to keep it, I'll freely declare ;— 

'I've 
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I've obfervM, lince the day that poor Mifs Sophy died. 
And that's five years, I think, next Bartholomew-tide, 
There is only this ftatue, that's now in our fight. 
In which you have feem'd to take any delight ; 
And if this marble woman your heart fo engages, 
Before you fhould fell her I'd give up my wages. 

Mr. B e r I l. 
Thou'rt a generous lad, with an excellent heart I— 
Honeft Harry 1 the ftatue and I fhall not part. 
But I hear a coach ftop :— hafte, and let my Lord in I 

{^Exi/ Harry. 

M n. B E R I L (alone,) 
Harry's warmth is affeding. — 'Tis pleafant to win 
A regard unconftrain'd from the low ranks of life, 
Which are falfely fuppos'd full of bafenefs and flrife. 
How miftaken is he, who inceflTantly raves. 
That domeflics are nothing but idiots or knaves ! 
When nature oft fhines, with a luftre moft fervent. 
In the zeal of an honeft, afte^ionate fervant. 

E c Enter 
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Enter Lord Seewell, with Lady Frances and Lady 

Harriot, 

Lord Seewell. 
Dear Beril, my girls would attend me, to fee 
Either you or your ftatue.- — However that may be, 
I know you'll allow them a fight of your treafure. 

Mr. Beril. 
My Lord^ I confcfs, I had hopes of this pleafure ; 
And my ftatue henceforth I more highly fhall rate, 
3ince to that Vm in debt for an honor fo great. 

Lady Harriot. 
That's right, Mr. Beril :->-I pray make it known, 
That we come for the fake of the marble alone ; 
For tho' we have both a fair name, as I think. 
Yet our poor reputations will inftantly fink. 
If 'tis faid by your neighbour, old Lady Snap-Fan^ 
That inftead of a ftatue, we vifit a man, 

Mr. B E R I L.. 
If on fpirit and worth there is any reliance. 
Lady Harriot may fet every hag at defiance ; 

And 
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And force even Scandal in filence to fit — 
If not juft to her innocence, aw'd by har wit. 

L A.DY Harriot. 
My dear Sir, do not talk in fo pleafing a tone, 
If you do, I flia'n't rejifli the filence of ftone. 
And the ftatue '11 fecm dull.r-So pray ! tell us where is it, 
Pray prefent us to her that we're now come to viflt. 

M R. B E R I L. , 

Here's the lady you honour. [^Shewing the Statue, 

Lord S E E w E L L. 

Indeed, this is fine : 
What perfed exprcffion ! what ftrength of defign I, 

iNlR. B E R I L. 

Pray ! my dear Lady Frances, advance to the place, 
Which will give you, I. think, the bed view of the face. 
'Tis the tender Alceftis, juft yielding her, brea^,. . . 
On the arni of her hufband reclining in death ;. . ; 
And tho' pain o'er her form fo much languor has thrown. 
You may ftill difcern beauties refembling your own. 

■. Lord Seewell.. 
Whence came it, dear Beril ?— 'tis furely antique ; 
The work, my good friend, is undoubtedly Greek. 

E e 2 I fwear 
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I fwear the Laocoon is not fo fine : 

Had I choice of the two, this, I'm clear, would be mine;^ 
The fubje<St more pleafing ! — expreflion ftill higher ! — 
This long-hidden treafure where could you acquire ?' 

Mr. B e r I l. 
I owe it to chance, to acknowledge the truth, 
And a princely and brave Neapolitan youth. 
Whom I luckily fav'd, in a villainous ftrife, 
From the dagger of jealoufy, aim'd at his life* 
The work was dug up on his father's eftate. 
And, knowing my paflion for marble is great. 
He nobly has fent me the gift in your view, 
In return for what accident led me to do» 

LordSeewell. 
*Tis the firft piece of fculpture perhaps on the earth, • 
And I hardly know how to appreciate its worth ; 
But if ever you wifh to difpofe of the treafure, 
I'll accept it at three thoufand guineas with pleafurc* 

Mr. Beril. 
My Lord, you now fpeak with that liberal fpirit 
Which you ever difplay when you eflimate merit. 

Tho* 
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Tho* I own works of art, of fuch high eftimation. 
Seem but ill to agree with my fortune and ftation^ 
Yet thefe figures at prefent I wifh to retain, 
Tho' the wifh may appear oftentatious and vain. 
Butj my Lord, if they e'er change their matter anew. 
They fhall find a more worthy pofleflbr in you'. 

Lady Harriot. 
Well I ye dear connoiflleurs !. you amaze me, I own. 
By the value you fet on this forrowful ftone. 
I indeed can believe 'tis a fine piece of art j 
But to buy it for furniture I — as to my part, 
I'd as foon o'er my houfe throw a fepulchre's gloom > 
And purchafe from Weftminfter- Abbey a tomb. 

Lord Seewell. 
You're a wild idle gipfy, and paft all correding j 
You have not the leaft relifh for what i^ affediag» 

Lady Harriot. 
.That's your fault, dear Papa ; — but my fifter, you fee. 
Makes ample amends for this failing in me ; 
She gazes, like you, with fuch ferious delight. 
That (he's half turn'd to marble hcrfelf by the fight r 

9 I vow 
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I vow it has made her unable to fpeak, 

And. has drawn a cold tear down her petrified cheek. 

Lady Frances. 
Pray 1 my dear, don't expofe me ! 

Mr, Beril. 

O feek not to hide 
What nature defign'd your chief beauty and pride ! — 
With different charms flie enriches the earth ; 
To your fifter fhe gave the fweet dimples of mirth ; 
And, that each in her province no rival may find, 
All the foft peniive graces to you fhe aflign'd. 

Lady H a r riot. 
Believe me, you fhine, Mr. Beril, mofl brightly. 
In the delicate fcience of praifing politely ; 
In which many beaux are fo favagely flupid, 
They a fcalping-knife take for the weapon of Cupid ; 
And to tickle one nymph, bafely flafh every other. — 
Well ! dear Frances, how are you ? 

Lady Frances. 

Indeed I can't fmother. 
What I feel in furveying this wonder of art; 
It has fomething which takes fuch faft hold of the heart. 

2 In 
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In the fdint dying wife fuch a fond refignatioHi ! 
In the poor widow'd hufband fuch wild agitation I 
Such forrow ! fuch anguifli I fuch love to Alceftis ! 

Lady Harriot. 
That is true ; but I know the whole ftory a jeft is ; 
And Adme.tus, I think, fuch a fhuffling poltroon. 
That he moves me no more than the man in the moon.- 
A pitiful fellow ! to live, in his cafe, 
And let his poor wife pafs the Styx in his place I 
Modern hufbands, indeed, I believe would be merry. 
If their wives in their ftead would crofs over that ferry. 

Mr. B e r I l. 
But perhaps, Ma'am, you think that no hufband could find, 
A young modern wife of Alceftis's mind ? , 

Lady Harriot. 
No 1 indeed, my good Sir 1 — Here's my dear filler Fanj 
She'd be willing to die, to preferve her good man ; 
But I own for myfelf, I fhould doubt and demur. 
If I thought my fpoufe wifli'd his own trip to defer : 
Tho' myfelf to his fortunes I'd freely devote. 
If we both might embark at one time in the boat> 

I. confefs . 
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I confefs I fliould fcarce be fo wondroully kind. 
As to fet fail myfelf, but to leave him behind. 

Harry (entering,) 
Two gentlemen, Sir, wifli to fee you below ; 
Mr. Girelefs is one. 

Lord Seewell (to Mr. Beril.) 
Harriot's favourite beau I 
Lady Harriot. 
Lord, Papa ! Mr. Beril will think me in love. 

Mr. B e r I l /'/o Harry.) 
Let the gentlemen know we expedl them above. 

[Exit Harry. 
Lord Seewell. 
Tom and Harriot have long had flirtations together. 
But their courtfliip has changeable fits, like the weather: 
The improvident girl, thinking lovers are plenty. 
Declares flie won't wed till fhe's paft one-and- twenty j 
Nor e'en then take her beau, (in her charms fuch her 

truft is) 
Unlefs he bids fair to become a chief juftice ; 
And Tom is the heir of too large an eftate, 
To load his gay fpirit with law's heavy weight. 

Bwt 
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But here comes our young lawyer, to urge his own plea I 

Enter Carelefs and Mr. Cycle. 

Mr. B e r I l. 
My dear Tom ! how d'ye do ? — My good ftars ! can it be ? 
Is it you, my dear Cycle, my long-abfent friend ? 

Mr. Cycle. 
And ftill heartily yours. 

Mr. Beril. 

But why would you not fend, 
And of your afFe^tion afford me a proof. 
By befpeaking your quarters here under my roof. 
However, I'm happy, that chance is fo kind. 
As to give me th' occafion I've long wifli'd to find. 
To prefent you to one, who, of all men on earth. 
Is moft able to judge of your genius and worth. — 
My dear Lord, to your notice now let me commend 
The man to whofe name you're already a friend I 
^hold Mr. Cycle I 

Lord Seewell. 
Dear Sir, let me fay. 
That I often have wifli'd for this fortunate day, 

F f Which 
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Which makes me acquainted with one whom I deem 
So juftly entitled to public efteem ; 
"Whofe writings and life fhew in faireft alliance, 
Philanthropical virtue and genuine fcience. 

Mr. Cycle. 
My good Lord, thefe are honours far more than my due. 
Yet I own with delight I receive them from you ; 
As you're led to o'er-rate my poor merits, I feel. 
By this dear partial friend's kind afFedionate zeal^ 

Lord Seewell. 
He indeed is your friend — I regard his applaufe ; 
But to wifli your acquaintance I've ftill higher caufK 
Be affur'd I fliall think myfelf truly your debtor. 
If you'll give me the pleafure of knowing you better- 
Either Beril or Carelefs will guide you to me j 
I have fome things perhaps it may pleafe you to fee ;: 
Yet no gem, I believe, that's fo worthy your fight,. 
As a ftatue which Beril has juft brought to light.. 
Allow me to fhew it you — 

Mr. B e & I l ffo Lady Frances.); 
Tcur tender breaft,, 
My dear Lady Frances, I fear, is oppreft 
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Bj this fculptur'd diftrefs, the mere creature of art, 
Yet too painful a fcene for fo feeling a heart* 

Lady Frances. 
No, indeed ! — at firft fight, tho* it made my veins thrill. 
And I felt thro' my bofom a cold icy chill. 
That imprefHon once over, I view it again 
With a foothing delight, unembitter'd by pain. 

Lady Harriot fto Carelefs.) 
And pray, Sir, from ivhjcif court of juflica come you ? 

Careless. 
From the worlliipful court of wife Madam Bijou ; 
Where, blind as old Themis, fhe utters decrees 
On the price of ftuff*d parrots and petrified trees. 

L-AD^Y Harriot. •. 

O you mifchicvous creature ! you certainly mean. 
By the found of her name to awaken my fpleen : 
You know that the thought of her fickens me quite, 
And that I at her houfe muft do penance to-night. 

Careless. 
Then I vow I'll be there, if it's only to fee 
How Mortification and you may agree r 

F f 2 Even 
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Even that gloomy fpright muft appear with fome grace, 
If it lurks in the lines of fo lively a face. 

Lady Harriot. 
All my gaiety dies when her prefence I come in ; 
No cramp-fifh could give me a fhock fo benumbing — 
She's my utter averfion — 

L.ORD See WELL. 

Pray tell me, my dear, 
Of whom do you fpeak in a ilyle fo fevere ? 

Lady Harriot. 
Of your friend, dear Papa, your good Mrs. Bijou. 

LordSeewell. 
That's ungrateful, dear Harriot-^fbc's civil to you ; 
And you fhoiild not indulge a fatyrical vein. 

Lady H a r^ iot. 
You forget, my dear Sir, how you often complain 
That her low little pride, and nonfenfical whim. 
Have reduc'd your old friend to a pitiful trim ;. 
And I think fhe has made him fo gloomy a flave. 
She has pent her good man in Trophonius* cave. 
Such to him was the temple of Hymen ; for after 
He enter'd its veftibule,— farewell to laughter. 

10 Lord 
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Lord Sbewell. 
Why, Harriot ! you really are quite acrimonious : 
But if you call wedlock the cave of Trophonius, 
Have a care, if that cavern you chance to ftep near I 
You love laughing too well to reiign it, my dear. 

Lady Harriot. 
And therefore, tho' woo'd like the nymph of Tobofo, 
I never will marry an old virtuofo. 
Who thinks himfelf bleft with tafte, fcicnce, and worth-, 
Becaufe he picks up all the odd things on earth.— ^ 
When a pafHon for art, or for nature, is join*d 
With a warm friendly heart, and a liberal mind,, 
I refpedt the pure tafte which that union produces,. 
Free from vanity's fordid fantaftic abufes. 
Tho' I do notpoffefs it, I fee and commend 
Such taAe, dear Papa, both in you and your friend ;, 
But I view with an utter contempt, I confefs,, 
Thofe who awkwardly ape what you really poffefs t 
And for Mr&. Bijou, ihe has juft as much foul 
As a monkey, who carries queer things to its hole r 
She with wonderful gufto, half Gothic, half Dutch,, 
Like an old fquirrel, hides all ihe can in. her hutch^ 

Car e le &s^ 



2^2 THE TWO CONNOlSSEURSi 

Care less. 
An excellent portrait ! and true, I proteft, 
For I've juft had a peep at the old fquirrel's nefL 

Lady Harriot. 
Pray, fince we together her clofet infpeded. 
What whimfical rarities has {he colledted ? 

Careless. 
O, before I could count half the baubles fhe buys, 
I could tell you the name of each ftar in the fhies : 
Her fphere is too wide for my genius to fcan it ; 
But I know what {he reckons her Georgian planet, 
jfler newly- found {lar — which to-night, if you're free, 
Thro' a gla{s {he perhaps may allow you to fee. 

Lady Harriot. 
What wonder is this ? — is it {lefh, {i{h, or fowl ? 
A Lilliput dog ? or a Brobdignag owl ? 
Or is it a remnant from Jofeph's odd coat ? 

Careless, 
It is fomething once held by a perfon of note 
In our ifland ; and now I defy you to guefs. 

Lady Harr iot. 
Is it E{Iex's ring ? or the ruiF of Queen Befs ? 

I Or 
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Or Alfred's cakc-toafter ? or Rizzio's fiddle ? 
Pray tell me I — I hate to be teaz'd by a riddle. 

Ca r e l e s s. 
In fliort, *tis a nig.ht-cap> not worth half a groat,. 
Which (he for a guinea has luckily bought ; 
Becaufe this old fragment of worfted, (he vows, 
Once ferv'd as a crown for poor Chatterton's brows : 
Tho' I think we fliould find, if we knew the whole truths 
That the cap was ne'er feen by that wonderful youth- 

L A D Y. H A R R I O T. 

Now, Chatterton 1 boaft, that thy ill-fated verfe 
Can teach antiquarians to open their purfe I 
Yet hadfl: thou, in mifery, fu'd for that guinea, 
Its miflrefs had call'd thee a vain rhyftiing ninny j 
And prov'd, to thy grief, by the ftyle of her giving,, 
Virtuofo's have little efteem for the living. 

Lord Seewell. 
Come, Harriot 1 I mufl flop the tide of your wit,, 
Tho' you're now on a topic you don't love to quit. 

(To Mr. Beril.) 
We mufi take our leave — Many thanks for our pleat- 
fiire.—- 

Mr- Cycle, remember t — ^your firft day of leifure \r^ 

You 
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You flia'n't ftir, my dear Beril, you flia*n't leave your 

friend ; 
Here is Carelefs, you know, on the girls to attend. 
Let us fee you together, and fhortly 1 — Adieu I 

Lady Harriot (to Carelefs, afide,) 
Below let me whifper a few words to you I 
Mr. Beril and Mr. Cycle. 
Mr. Beril. 
Well, my worthy old friend, I rejoice you are here. 
And that now you are known to that excellent peer ; 
Who, free from all pride, affedation, and vanity, 
Unites ufeful virtue to pleafing urbanity ; 
Plain, fimple, iincere, yet of judgment refin'd, 
And fond of the arts, as they're friends to mankind ;' 
Ennobled much lefs by his birth than his fpirit. 
The model of Honor, and patron of Merit ! 
But how have you done for this age ? and what plan. 
For the profit of fcience, or fervice of man. 
Brings you now from your fav'rite fequefter'd retreat ? 
Whatever the occafion, I'm glad that we meet ; 
Tho' I meant to be with you ere next fummer's fun. 

'Mr. C Y c LE. 
I know, my dear Beril j that you are not one 

Whofe 
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Whofe welcome will fuddenly fink into forrow. 
When I tell you, I now vifit London to borrow. 

Mr. B e r I l. 
If I*m able to levy the fum you require. 
The world can fcarce give me a pleafure much higher^ 
Than that of afllfling a friend, to whofe mind 
I have infinite debts of a far deeper kind. 
I can never forget what I owe to your care. 
In the frenzy of defblate love and defpair ; 
When my reafon had yielded to paflion*s wild ftrife. 
Your friendfhip alone reconciFd me to life< 
But tell me, dear Cyde, what fum will fiiffice ? 

Mr. Cycle. 
You muft know, I have lately been led to devife 
A fcheme for the poor— 

Ma. Beril. 

My dear friend, at your leifure 
1*11 hear your benevolent projcds with pleafure ; 
But farther difcourle you muft let me prevent. 
On the fburce of your wants, till I know their extent ; 
For indeed I can't reft, till I'm happily fure 
That whatever you wi(h I have means to procure. 

G g Mr. 
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Mr. Cycle. 
Not to keep you in doubt, then, my dear ardent friend^ 
Two thoiifand, I fancy, will anfwer my end r 
The one I am promis*d to-day from Bijou-; 
For; the other, I own, Tvc depended on you* . ^i 

M B, B E R 1 L, 

And why not allow me to furniflx the whole ?— ^ 
Poor Bijou has a wife with no liberd foul ». . 

If any demur in that quarter you fe?,. . • i 

I entreat you to take all you wifti for of nrc. 
But of this more anon— rhece is Carelcfs returft'dU 



-1 






Mr. Beril, M!r. Cycle,^ tf«d^ 6arerefs.. 

Careless. 
Well I my worthy philofopher, a'n't you concern*d^ , 
To find our friend ftill unfupply'4 >vith a wife, 
Thus form'd as he is for the conjugal life ? 
As you're fond of new fchemes for the good of the natipo*, 
ril recommend one to your confideration ; , . ^ . 

To revive wedded' love, that old, obfolete paflion,, , 
And bring honeft H^men again, into fafhion !- 



Mr. C T c L E. 
In trvtthyttif dtta Tom, I am quite of your miiid, ■'■ 
There iif no better fcBcme fot' the good of mankind ;-'^ ' 
And nothing, I know, th^t could give it more ^^ctght, - 
Than the grace which our friend Would beftow on that 
ftate. . ' ^-''--^*' 

MtL. B £ R I L. 

Yoti are -merry, good friends ! — I fubfcribe to your joke — 
My gravity 's fit for the conjugal yoke ! 

Garble s s. 
t atm feriods, indeed, and have often declard, • • •' '>' 
That had la fifter, for wedlock prepar*d, • • ' C ' ' '-^ 
Of all nien in the world, if you'd deign to embilace h^J^ 
In your arms it would make me moft happy tb pfeJ ittt^' 
But you're courted to^ much ta be cafily won ; • • ' * * 
He, whom tnatty^ ftf e'.&fld of, can file upon' tiM^.- •" "'i*** 

Mfci B^i^iL. 
Indeed-, my dear Tfonii jrou ate wrbng on tjristhcfrtie.^'' 
In return foi* a pfOctf of ydUf cordial efteem, ' • -• i 

I'll teH yom the Tcafem, with ftanknefs awd trut^, • • ^ * 
Why no nymph has fupply*d: theloift love of my youth : 
• * ' ' ♦ G ig 2 ♦ - There 
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There is one, whofe mild virtue and elegant grace, 
The dear girl I deplore in my heart might replace ; <.i 
But my fortune's too humble for her rank of life, 
Tho* ihe may be your fifiir^ fhe can't be my wife, 

CAIIEI.BS8. 

Would you wed Lady Frances ? 

Mr. C Y c LB. 

The lady I Vc fecn ?— 
She i» Idke poor Sophia in features and mien. 

Mr. B b r I l« 
You are right, my dear friend ; — ^it was that very thought 
Led my heart to attach itfelf more than it ought : , ■ . t 
BA»t. mj ^reafon confiders her rank and her ftation> 
And forbids me to form any raih ezpe£Ution. 
Nor would I attempt to engage her afie^oq,. , . 
Without the leaft hope of our happy cpnnediqn* 

C A R B L B S S» 

More honor than /orefight you (hew by this %?^i*' . . j. i^ 
'%i>oId ( — there is nothing jwt^ may not attain.— 
More of this when we meet ! — I muft now £k? 94icvi«! . /. 

Mr* Cy clb.. .. .,' ... .J 

Spdiuft I— for y^ know my appointment at tw6. 

5 M». 
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But I JiopC) my good friends^ you will both dine snthnteu 

■Mr* C v: CI^E. j. -:,.:: i- y^: ;-,j.'i 
For myfelf, 1*11 return to you foon after threes. ;ui ^^j'.) 

C A A B I. ft S S. 

» 

I am griev*d to refufe fuch a ^nk invitation ;< : { bit :;\V 
But to tell you the truth-— I* ve a kind aflignation. 

M a. B s R t L. 
Lore and pleafure attend you ! 

C A & £ L B S Sc. 

DearBeril^ adicRi'I -'- -^^ 
Let us all meet to-night at the houfe of Bijou ^f '■' ''>'! 

Tie Drawmg Rdom rf Mn, Bij«i.- '">' • >"^ 

Mmt. tirott ^Jpeaking ai pt emerii^^ ' "' 

Look over ^ ^air-K^fe 1 and tell hl^ Wtioklkkkil'*'^' '' 

Joan (tnitirrr^J 
Mr.VarnilhisciJme, withathiiigitfilkk;*^ ' '*' '^ ' *^* 

Athlngiftihdit— Y<Aj'rea!iorttBleOdiBf:^^» ^ * 

But as yott'fc to leave inpe» Til ftifli'Wy wxath» 
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'Tis a picture, you oaf M-bid htm1)ring it to me. 

..::i iJlv s; l; :..-.:: i'.: ' ;- ;/- -.::-:'i i.rrv.. v.. ^ygj^ J^^ 

Some cabinet jewel I aoVv^ ho^c ta {ee. 

This intelligent "Vafnifli niy'pat#dnftge-C6iirt8, .•>'■<'/• ' ' 

And I get the firft peep at whate*er he imports. 

.'. * ■ "Mrs'. 'B'tj-au. . . r« i". ^ ■- " : .' 

Well, Varnifli I 

Mr. Vauni^'h, • -:■;•'.> ; : -" •'/ . 
Dear Madam, with 'moil humble duty, 
I have brought, you a: gem of unparagon'd beauty. 

:Goodr.^arniih J what is it ? 

; Ma. V.Aayi8j£*\. :.. 

j.\ . ..^ An.Qjjc^uifitp Titii^nt^ 

You qe^^^<ft«r(Q0/5 ior f«ch brilliaafc^^of^tioa^ ...; .! . * 

Mas.. Eijou, ' 
And what is ^j^futpijea?,.; ,, , . .. - .lili;^; .\ /si* 
Mr. V a r ^*»if^^if ' (opining, the Cafe.) 

: i-;^.-0 '. - r. Nq^w,. Ma*a»^ lUl, difplay :it.*-^ 
Here's a feaft. ior ithe ejtr that ktaows. hetw to/uavcy. icli- 

Here's 
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Here's a Jofeph I — I Bccr fiw. his like in my life. 
And*pr*7^iMa/ainf obferve'whflitia Pi^iiiJw'siieife:!: . . 
How chafte the deftgn ! , yfit t^e oolours how warm I 
What tints ifteachii^s^i; ftj^d ^bftt life, in eswh fdritil 
Pray I Madaiilj/jrfem^rk ^OM^ilie ftj;>ig§le« toflyl 

.Wctiear:i»lp>x4^«?4ng,,;.5SNob.¥iite^ 

M R s." 'fe i J b tj. 

It feems very fine, and has ftriking expreflion. — 
Was it ever in any great perfon's pofleflion ? 

Not a {oxilfysp^ h^$ fce# it, -pxtjeptApfi^lP^j ,; >:. ; 

For whom it was h9Ught :— butV- ajfils J rtswajSslsoo.dtSJtr:/. 

His fteward^4nynfri^T--ribvitjI:mjBft no| be raih,;i : ' 

An4 bej»5t; A jgoQ«J-Eajftv with more ; giifta than calK.*-^ 

Gur.I^wdfli ^^MipQ^r ftod fojaliadmjsltr^do i^;ji: i 

I fliould ftarve, wer^ itcnot for. y oil well-judging ladies. 

There's my: cdd. Lady OgIen^wd> had: flic la. peep, r . \/< :.^./i 'J/i 

Would certain]^ buy it be£9re;flie:;wbb][d fleep^ -/ 

But having receiv'd inany^ fewiur§ ^la ybu, 

.:.. „'l.-i:\ .j7^* ,7.;r '■■...; -.iOw.jr --J : L':;ii I/i-- '-.Mji'St- 
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Mrs. Bijou. 
I thank you» good Varnifh. — But what is the price ? 

Mr. Varnish. 
She'd give me a thou(and, I know, in a trice. 
And bu]r fome companions befides, if I had 'em ; 
But rU leave it with you for eight hundred, dear Madam. 

Mrs. Bijou. 
Eight hundred I-^ure, Varniih, that fum is too much. 

Mr. Varnish. 
Dear Madam, obferve what a delicate touch I 
See how finely 'tis pencil'd 1 and what prefervation ! 
There is not, I know, fuch a gem in the nation ; 
And Italy has not a brighter, I'm fure. 
The figures Co glowing ! the flory fo pure t«— 
Good ladies would never have wandering ipoufes. 
If they'd only hang fubjeds like this in their houfes. 

Mrs. Bijou. 
I proteft, your lemark is ingenious and new : 
You have gufto in Morals as well as Virtilk. 
Mr. Varnish fafiJeJ 
I have hopes that my hint will afiift our tranfadion. 
For the old dame is jealous, they fay, to diftradion. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs, Bi jou, ; 
Well! I own, Mr. Varnifli, your pidure is iineii^v il; ■ 
If my hufband is rich, it fhall (jaickly be mioe. 
Here he comes to decide it. ; ■' 

Enter Mr. Bijou, 

Mrs. Bijou. 

My dear, here's a fight ! , 
You are luckily come to complete my delight, 
Mr. Varnifh has been fo exceedingly kind. 
As he knows, on a Titian I've long fet my mind, • 

To bring me the fineft I ever fiirvey'd : 
And as we have often befriended his trade. 
He oiFers to leave it a bargain with us. 

M R. B I J o u. 
Its merit or price it is vain to difcufsr > ' 

Tho' the picture pofleffes fo tempting an air, 
At prefent, my dear, I've no money to (pare^ 

Mrs. Bijou. 
Mr. Varnifli, pray ftepin the parlour below f 
Our final refolvc you ihall prefently know. 

H h Mr. 



V' 
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Mr. Varnish. 
Dear Madam, for hours V\l wait on your pleafure ; 
And I beg you will note all its beauties a:t leifurc 

(AJide^ as he goes out.) 
Now fuccefs to the fex ! — Be this ftruggle more glorious t 
May the Jofeph be kind \ and the Lady vidorious I 

Mrs. Bijou. 
My deareft, you'll not let the pidure depart, 
When you fee it has taken fuch hold on my heart!-— 
I really can*t reft, till a Titian we've got» 
That we may have fomething Lord Seewell has not^ 
And as we exped him, you know^ here to-night, 
I would fhew him this piece with triumphant delights 

M R. B I ; o u. 
I love to indulge all your wifhes, my dear 5, 
But I'm quite out of cafli* 

Mrs. B I j o ir. 

Nay ! Bijou I I am clear 
You have now all I want in your pocket.— Come ! cornel 
I know you Went out to receive a large fum ;. 
I And 
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And ftill have it about you. — I vow I will look.— - 
Here it is ! — here are notes in this little red book. 

[Takes out his Pocket-Book* 

Mr. Bijou. 
Indeed, I muft beg you that book to releafe I 

Mrs. Bijou. 
Here are ten, I declare, of an hundred apiece ! — 
I'll take juft enough, and reftore you the reft. 

Mr. Bijou. 
I can't fufFer this freedom, my dear, I proteft ; 
For the notes are not mine, they belong to a friend. 

Mrs. Bijou. 
To a friend I — OI I guefs. Sir, to whom you would lend. 
Your fly-looking gmeft, Mr. Cycle 's the man ; 
I know he was here on a borrowing plan. 
Throw your thoufand away on a charity bubble I 
And leave your poor wife to vexation and trouble I 

Mr. Bijou. 
Nay ! my dear, be not vex'd I — ^you have mifunderftood : 
The fum will be fafe, and the intereft good. 

H h 2 ^ R s. 



,2^6 THE TWO CaNNQISSEO-RS^ 

Mrs. B:ij;oui. 
And what is the pitiful pro£t you'll raife^ 
Cpa^par'd to the t/anfport with which, we (hould gaze 
On the piiflure my fondtiefs would have you poffefs,, 
For reafons the pureft that wife, can profefs ? 
Unkind as you are 1 — I have reafons above 

Even profit and pleafure the reafons of love. 

*^Ti* my aim, by this moded production of art,. 

To ftrengthen your virtue and chaftea your hearb. 

If you daily furvey an example fo bright,. 

This model of continence ever in fight^^ 

No naughty young women will tempt you to wander^, 

But your trutfcand your love will grow firmer and fondcK 

Mr. Bijou.. 
What a tender idea !♦— how virtuoufly kind I 
What affeaion and tafte ^ by each other rcfia!d !! 

Mrs. Btjou;. 
But if for a poor and a foolilh. projedbr j 
You can thwart a fond wife^ can afflid and negled heri: — 
Goli go ! X (hall weep, wJiile abroad you may^ roam,. 
That your charity has no beginning at home. 

3; MKi 
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Mr. B I jdu* 
It begins, and {Hall end there.^^rm inelted, my dear I — 
You. may keep, all the notes I^Li^t'flie kifs off that tear I. 

Mrs*. Bijou. 
Now again you*re my own, dear, delightful Bijou ! 
And the Titian is mine, and my love will be true ! 

[^Exif ift great haftei. 

Mr. Bijou (ahne.); 
Such virtuous endearments what heart could rcfift T' 
Yet I fear by poor Cycle this fum will be mifs'd. 
And what fhalL I fay for the failure ?— In footh,. 
I think 'twill be faireft to tell him th^ truth :. 
And, fage as he is, he perhaps too has felt 
That goldy at the breath of a woman, will melt.; — 
As I live, here he is I and I look rather fmall.. 
With a pocket fo empty, ta anfwer his call. 

Enter Mr. Cycle.. 

M R. B I' j: o u., 
Mr. Cycle, you,'re come,.and I'm really conftas'd j. 
But L know the mifchaijc^ will by yjou be excu&'d. 

Ih 
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III notes I had got you the thoufand complete, 
They were all in this pocket— 

Mr. Cycle. 

The thieves of the ftreet 
Have not pick*d it, I hope, in the buftle of ftrife ? 

Mr. Bijou. 
It was pick'd, I confefs, by the hand of my wife ; 
But for reafons fo pure, in fo tender a mode— • 

Mr. C vc l e. 
I am happy the fum is fo juftly beftow'd. 

Mr. B I jou, 
I know you'll forgive, when 1 come to explain. 

M R. C Y C L E. 

Dear Bijou 1 let me fave you at once from "that "pain; 
And afTure you, with truth, that I now really come 
As ready to ^iiit, as to take up the fum ; 
Since Beril's fo kind, that, without my defire. 
He has oiFer'd me all that my wants can require, 

Mr. Bijou. 
I proteft, I am glad you have found fuch a friend ; 
But if you hereafter fhould wifli goe to lend, 

I I beg 
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J beg you will call without fcruple on me.— 
Your worthy friend Beril to-night we fliall fee ; 
And Seewell, in gufto the firft of our Earls, 
Will be here with his daughters, two delicate girls ! 
To prove, my good friend, your forgivenefs is hearty. 
Let me hope you will kindly make one of the party I 

M R. C Y C L E. 

Moft cHcarfully f 

Mr. BijotJ. ( 

Well ! — I am griev'd> I muft fay. 
That I cannot detain you to dinner to-day ; 
But to tell you the truth,, when for thefe gala nights 
My wife is preparing to fhcw her fine fights. 
She fpends fo much time in adjufting her (helves,. 
That we take a cold fnap in the kitchen ourfelves. 
So I'm fure you'll excufe it. , 

Mr. Cy c L B. 

Your reafon is ftrong j 
And I'm forry, my friend, I've intruded fo long. 
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Mr. Bijou. 
We liave time enough yet — do not hurry away 8 

Mr, Cycle* 
It really grows late. 

Mr. Bijou. 

I won't prefs you to ftay. 
As at nigiit o*er our concert you'll come to preiQde.- 
I am heartily glad all your wants are fupply'd. 

M R. C Y C L £. 

Indeed, I believe you, my iionefl: Bijou I 
So, till night, fare you well 1 

Mr. Bijou. 

My dear Cycle, adieia I 



End of ACT IL 
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ACT III. 

S C E N E I. 

Lptd Seewell and Lady Harriot. 

LadyHarrjot, 

DEAR Papa, don't betray me \ — ^her delicate mind 
Would be wounded, I know, and. would think me 
unkind : 
So far from allowing, whiit now I impart. 
She herfelf li|:tle knows the true ftate of her heart. 

Lord Sb b w ell. 
Believe me, my dear, I with pleafure furvey 
The fiftcrly fondnefs you warmly difplay. • 
But you, who for others fo fenfibly feel. 
May here be the dupe of affedionate zeal 5 
And I hope youVe miiUken. 

Lady Harriot. 

My dear Sir, obferve I 
You may trace her attachment in every nerve t 

li If 
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If I name Mr. Beril in fome idle tale, 

Poor Fanny will blufli, and as often turn pale. 

In his abfence ftill more and more penfive ftie grows^ 

Yet thinks not from whence her uneafinefs flows. 

And when he returns, tho-' her pleafure is meek, 

Yet the glow of content may be feen on her cheek ;, 

And her heart, as if fully confol'd by his figlit, 

Appears to repofe in a tranquil delight. 

Dear Papa, you'll perceive,' if you'll open^ your eyes^ 

That from none but herfelf fKc her love can difguife. 

One other exception perhaps we may find,. 

As I think Mr. Beril is equally blind,; 

And robb'd, Kke herfclfi of the talent of feeing,. 

By that diffident love, which denies it own being. 

Lord Seewell.. 
I hope this attachni<int, which neither has (hewn,. ' 
Exifts, my good girl, in your fancy alone. 

"Ladv Harriot. 
Why fo, my dear Sir ? — Should- it prove, as you fear,. 
I hoper dear Papa, that' you won't be fevere. 
Confider the delicate frame of my fifter f 
But I know youVc a heart that can never refift her,, 

9 If 



A COMEDY, IN RHYME. 243 

If you once clearly fee flie has fixt her afFedion, 
The* fhe own not her wifties for fuch a connexion ; 
^s you know that her nature'is fo modeft and meek, 
She would die from 'concealment before {he would fpeak. 
I have ftrength to encounter the croffes of life, 
And to make my part good, as a daughter or wife : 
But our gentle fweet Frances is ill-form'd to bear 
The undeferv'd load of vexation and care ; 
And therefore fliouid wed, unregardful of pelf, 
A hufband as tender and mild as herfelf. 

L O R D S E E W E L L. 

Your, reafoning, I think, is not perfedly juft. 
In the kindnefs of Beril perhaps I might truft ; 
But the motive you urge for this union, my dear, 
Is what, I confefs, would awaken my fear. 
. As you fay, your mild fiftei* fhould never be harrafs*d 
By thofe various ills with which life is embarrafs*d, 
I fliould guard her from all the vexations that wait 
On a liberal mind with a narrow eftate : 
And if Beril had thoughts of becoming my ion, • 

Had I not more objedions, yet this muft be one. 

I i 2 La dy 
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Lady Harriot. 
ril remove it, my Lord, for indeed this is all : 
As you think they *11 be pinch'd by an income too fmall^ 
You ftiall add to their fortune, and large it will bc> 
Two thirds of the portion youVe deftin'd for me. 

Lord S e e w e l l. 
Dear Harriot I I'm charm 'd with thy foul, I confefs ; 
Thou'rt a generous girl — to a noble excefs. 

Lady Harriot', 
To that name, dear Papa» Tve no title, indeed. 
As I only give up what I never can need. 
In your houfe all my wants will^ I know,, be fupply^d }^ 
And if I ihould leave it, as Carelefs's bride^ 
The liberal, heir of fo large an eftate 
Will not grieve that my fortune has funk ia its weights 
Or ihould my fwain frown at the change in my p«»fe> 
He may e'en take old Themis for better for worfe ;, 
For tho'y I confefs, he has won my rcg^rd,i 
Yet the knot of my love is not twifted fo hard,, 
But 'twill flip in a moment, if ever I fee. 
That he's rather more fond of m>y pusfe than o^ me; 

Lord 
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LordSsewell. 
*Tis a pity, the friendly illufions of youth 
Cannot inftantly turn into fubilance and truth. 
Your afFedionate fancy, my dear, is delighted 
With the dream of beholding two perfons united, , 
Whom you. fondly fuppofe. only form*d for each other* 

Lady Harriot. 
I^fhould like Mh Beril^ I.owin,.fdr myhrothcr^. 
Becaufe Tm convinced, that no mortal on earthy , 
In manners, in temper, in tafte^ and in worth,. 
h form-d fo ezadly to fuit.fueh awife. 
On their lafiing. attachment I'd renture my iife. . 

L O ji I>r S B £ \«r B L L. 

Your warmt heaityl myy good girl, ydur young judgment 

deceives, 
And what the firft' wiflies^ the fecoftd believes; 
Dear Harriot^ to /i6/f fancied: match there may be 
Many bars, , which. your eyes ire. imabik^ to fee : 
A miftrefs conceal'd.witl^ ia;youeg:Ht^e fry — 

L ADtY Harriot. 
^Guld an angel : declare . it, the fai^^^ Td .deny ; 

I i 3., ^ot 
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For had Beril been loaded with fuch a connexion, 
In his eyes I had never perceiv*d his affedion. 
But ril prefently folve any doubts of this kind, 
As I'm foon to be told the tarue ftate of his mind j 
For Capelefs has promised— 

L'ORD Be E W E LL. 

O fie 1 my dear, fie I 
Your intemperate zeal has now rifen too highw 
I am really concern'd at your great indifcretion. 

L AD Y' HaR R lOT. • ' 

Nay ! but hear me, my Lord I- — I have drbpt no expreiHoo, 
No ! not. one fingle hint, that could trtily difcover . '■ : ' 
Why in fuch a refearch I commiifion'J my lover 1 
Don't think, dear Papa, I'd my £fter betray !' ' "i . . 

' £intef /? Servant. . 

Servant. 
Mr. Berily my Lord, fent thi« letter, 

LoRj) See WELL. .-:...:;. -. 

■Stay! ftayl 

Does 



A COMEDY, IN RHYME. ^ 247 

Does any one wait for. an anfwer.belaw ? 

Se R V ANT» 

Noy my Lord, the man's gone. 

Lord Seswell. 

Very well I you may go t 
{^Exit Servant. 
Lady Harriot; 
ShouM this be an offer \ — ^"twould give me great pleai^ire;; 
But I fear he's too modeft to take fuch a meafure. — 
Dear Papa I does he venture on any advances ? 

LordSbewell. 
^here, my dear I — you'll not find any mention of Frances 5. 
And I think by the note, which* to yoii I refign, 
Your conjcdures are not fo well founded as mine. 
Lad¥ Harriot (perufing the Letter.) 
'* Occafion for money."—" The ftatue to you 1"— 
I'm amaz'd — and can hardly believe it is true. 
He never would part with fo dear a poffcflion,. 
But for fome urgent reafon. 

Lord See well. 

You fee his confeffion : 

Hb 
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His ftrong call for money is frankly declared ; 
And I fear his fmall fortune is greatly impair*d« 

Lady Harriot. 
Thefe tidings, indeed, gire me real concern : 
But the fource of this jdep I will fpeedily learn. 
Carelcfs foon will be here. — I will make him difcove^ ; 
And till we know all, give no pe^qe to my lover.-— 
But now, my dear Lord, by this note you may find) 
How. the heart of my fitter is really inclin*d : 
I*m convinced this will prove her afiedion is firong* 
Here (he comes for the trial — pray fee if I'm wrong. 

LoroSebwell. 
Well, my dear, I v^ill try, by an innocent plot, 
If your filler has really this paillon or not. 

Enter Lady Frances. 

Lord Se ewell. 
Dear Fanny, youVe come our concern to partake, 
For we both are muph griev'4 for our friend Beril's fake* 

Lady Frances, 
Mr. Beril ! dear Sir, — Is he hurt ?— Is |ie kill'd ? 

Lord Seewell. 
No J— with terrors too lively your bofom is fiU'd. 

I My 
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My dear, how you tremble I — But I was to blame, 

To raife this alarm in your delicate frame. 

He is well j but fome croffes of fortune, I fear. 

Make him fell what he juftly confider'd fo dear. 

You will fee by this letter. — (Afide^ to Lady Harriot.) Ah, 

Harriot, 'tis fo ; 
The excefs of her fear from afFeAion muft flow I 

LadyFrances. 
How painful to him muft the exigence be. 
Which extorts from his hand the agreement I fee ! 
How cruel ! for him to relinquifh a treafure, 
Whence his elegant fpirit deriv'd fo much pleafure I 
But I truft, dear Papa, that your generous mind 
Will not now'prefs the bargain he once has declifi'd ; 
And, fcorning to profit by any diftrefs. 
Will not catch at the gem he ftill ought to poflTefs. 

Lord Seewell. 
My dear, can I now, what I oiFer'd, withhold ? 
And fhould I, the ftatue no lefs would be fold. 

Lad'y Frances. 
Perhaps, if you chofe half its value to lend, 
From io galling a fale you might refcue your friend I 

K k Lord 
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Lord Seevell. 
I am pleas'd,. n>y dear girt, with your {pirit, I own^ 
But thefe are bad times for a dangerous loaa ; 
And, to tell you the truth in this knotty afFair,, 
I have juft at this criiis no money to fpare* 
But I'll frankly explain our finances to youy 
And you fhall inftru<Sl me in what I fhall do,—* 
As IVe fcen that old fathers, tho' reckoned moft fage-^ 
Often injure a child by the frolicks of age^ 
That you may not fuffer from follies like thtfcy 
1 have juft now confign d^to the care of truftees 
All I've iav'd for you both : — fo if I prove unfteady> 
You are iafe. — rWhen you wed^ both your fortunes ase 
ready* 

LadyFrances* 
How kind, my dear Sir, is whatever you do B 
But no child was e'er hurt by a parent like you^ 

Lady Harriot^ 
1 muft fmile, dear Papa, at your terrors of flipping;; 
They who take fuch precautions are fcldomfound tripping* 
But if in old age your philofophy varies,, 
I proteft I'll fbrgiv€ you for any vagaries^. 

L O'Jtjx 
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Very well, Madam Harriot ! remetnber your word I 
I fhall claim your indulgence, if e*cr I'm abfurd. 
But as what I have done our loofe money fecures, 
I no longer can touch what I've firmly made yours. 

Lady Frances. 
Let the fortune of Harriot be facrjed, I pray, 
For not very diftant is her wedding-day. 
But as / am convinc'd I fhall not wed at all, 
Let my portioh. Papa, anfwer every call s 
I muft beg you to look on it ftill as your own ^ 
And if it may ferve for fo timely a loan, 
It can't give me more joy, whatfoever my ftation. 
Than by faving your friend from fuch mortification. 

LordSeewell. 
My dear girls ! you are both the delight of my life : 
May each warm-hearted daughter be bleft as a wife ! — 
What I faid was but meant your kind fpirit to try, 
For the wants of our friend I can amply fupply. 
Of efteem it will pleafe me to give him a proof. 
And preferve the fine ftatue flill under his roof. 

K k 2 Efttgr 
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Enter a Servant. 

Servant. 
Mr. Carelefs, my Lord I 

Lady Harriot. 

Now the whole I (hall know. 

\Going* 

Lord Seewell. 
Stay I— 

Servant. 
He wiflies to fee Lady Harriot below. 

LordSeewell. 
Being equally anxious this point to difcover. 
We will all, my dear Harriot, attend on your lover. 

\Exeunt^ 

SCENE, the Apartments of Mrs. Bijou. 
Mr. Bijou. 
Where the deuce is my wife ? — -All her rarities plac'd \ 
Her apartments adjufted with exquifite tafte I 
Some difafter has happen'd, or {he would be here, 
Where fhe ought to be waiting to welcome the Peer ; 

And 
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And I fancy I heard her in anger beldw. 

s 

Enter Mrs. Bijou, in great Agitation* ' 

Mr. Bijou. 
What's the matter, my love ? 

Mrs. Bijou. 

O, my dear, fuch a blow ! 
I really had fwoon*d, if vexation and wrath 
Had not quicken'd my fpirits, to fcold at the Goth. 
That awkward old Joan I— ran unmannerly minx I 
Has knock'd off the nippk, my dear, from a Sphinx ; 
And now on our chimney it cannot be plac'd. 
With a wound fo indelicate maim'd and difgrac*d. 
But Tve happily got thefe two Griffins of gold. 
In the room of the Sphinxes, our candles to hold. 

Mr. Bijou. 
My dear, the exchange is moft lucky and right. 
For a Sphinx is an awkward difpenfer of light 5 
But whether your Griffin 's of gold or of copper, 
A flame from his mouth is exceedingly proper* 

Mrs. Bijou. 
By your leflbns, my love, I improve in Virtu : 
All the gufto I have, I have gathcr'd from you.— 

19 I have 
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I have fixt the Great Mummy, my deat, t(J tfi^ Wall, 

Left the pert Lady Harriot fhouM give hiffi a fall : 

She 'd be glad to throw dowfi ttiy old king, out of fpite ; 

And I would not be vext in Out triurtjjh to-ntght. 

I know our new pidlore will ftir tip her gall, , 

And this Titian will tiiake us the envy of all. 

My dear, don't you think it looks well by this light? 

M R. B 1 J o u. 
The colours, iftdeed, are uncommonly bright. 

Mus. B I jou. 
What a beautiful youth is this Jofeph !-*! fweaf, 
I am ftiore and more charm*d with his delicate air ; 
I delight in him more fince I've found, dear Bijou, 
That in one of his features he's very like you. 

Mr. B I j o"u. 
Where can you, my dear, any likenefs fuppofe ? 

Mrs. Bijou. 
I proteft he has got the true turn of your nofe ; 
Not the aquiline curve, but a little Socratic : 
And his eye flafhes fire, that is chaftly ecftatic — 
There's a rap at our doOr ! and I hope my Lord *s cdme. 
If vexation and envy do not ftrike him dutnb, 

I think 
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I think fe *11 fiSMjangue, like a critic of Greece, 
On the exquifite charofis of this beautiful piece ! 
I long to behold how he *s touch'd by the fight : 
But I hjoow t^t his envy will fink his delight. 
The mo0ient he fees it^ he *U think his luck crue]> 
In mifling fo precious a gablnet }ewel. 

Enur Mr. Bc^il an£f Mr. Cycle, 
M K. B I X o u. 
Dear Cycle, I take this exceedingly kind 5. 
And I hope youVe not left your Cremona behind. 
In your prefence to-night I moft truly rejoice, 
And (hall call for the aid of your hand and your voice,, 
|As my wife gives a fnug little concert below) 
When you've feen what her upper apartments can fhew, 

M R. C Y C L E. 

You may freely command me, my friend, as you pleafe^ 

M R s. B I J o u. 
Yott'^re a judge, Mr, Beril,, of treafures like thefe ;, 
And Tm eager to Ihew you a Titian, that 's new 
&nce we laft had the joy of a vifit from you* 

Mr. Beril. 
The ftory is told, Ma'am,, with ftriking expreffion. 

M R s. B I J o u., 
Doa't you envy my hiifbaad this btilliaat: potifemon ?' 

^ I thought 
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I thought you'd burft forth into rapturous praifc'; 
But with no keen delight on this pidkure you gaze ! 

M R. 6 B R I L. 

To confefs, Ma'am, the truth, I'm a whimfical being. 
And a fubjedl like this I've no pleafure in feeing. 
On your lovely fex 'tis a fatire moft bitter. 
That ill-nature may laugh at, and levity titter : 
But I'm griev'd, when an artift has lavifli'd his care 
On a ftory that feems a difgrace to the Fair. 

Mrs. B I jou. 
Our fex's chief luftre, I own, it obfcures : 
But think what a leflbn it offers to yours ! 

Enter Lady Harriot, Lady Frances, Lord See well, 
and Mr. Carelefs. 
Mr. Bijou. 
My dear Lord, I this inftant was wifhing for you. 
Your voice is decifive in points of Virtu ; 
And you're come in the moment to end an odd ftrife. 
In a matter of tafte about Potiphar's wife. — 
Should her ftory be painted ? — We want your deciflon ; 
And here is the pidure that caus'd our divifion. 

L O R D S E E W E L L. 

Ha ! my poor old acquaintance ! — But how, dear Bijou, 
How the deuce could this pidure find favor with you ? 

I hope 
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I hope that rogue Varnifli has pl^*d you no trickt— 

You have paid no great price 

Mrs, Bijou. 

I am cut to the quick! 
Sure, my Lord, you rie*er look'd on this pidure before ? 

Lono Se ewe l^ 
Dear Madam ! *tis one ^hat I turn'd out of door 3 
And, as I may aid you 'to *fcape from a fraud, "* 

ril proceed to inform you, I bought it abroad. 
To relieve the diftrefs of an indigent youth, 
Who copied old Mafters with fpirit and truth ; 
And when it came home, as I valu'd it not. 
My fteward, by chance, this gay furniture got. 
To a new houfe of his it has lately been carried j 
And as your friend Varnifli his daughter has married, 
I fuppofe the fly rogue by this pidure has try'd. 
To cncreafe the fmall fortune he gain'd with his bride. 
Search the garment of Jofeph ! you'll find on its hem, 
V And within a dark fold, the two letters T. M. 

Mr s. B I J ou. 
Aye ! there is the mark !— we are cheated, we're plundered. 
That infamous villain, to afk me eight hundred 1^-- 

L II r But 
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But thfi law (ball leftore it. 

Mr. Bij6i7. 

See 1 Mrs. Bijou,: 
See the fruits of my hafty indulgence to you !: 

. L O R D S E B W £ JL L. 

Chear up, my old friend I — 'Tis my wifh, that this nighn 
May be witnefs to nothing but p^ce and delight.. 
I'M engage txx make Vamifb. your money reftore ; 
And perhaps this adventure may iave you much more.. 
All we old connoUIeurs, if the truth wc would own. 
Have, at times, been outwitted with' canvafs or ftone r 
But here's one, whofe example our tribe now invites 
To corred our miftakes, and improve our delights.. 
Here's Beril, tho' bleft with a treafure moft rare. 
That with few works: of art will admit of compare,. 
Gives up the proud joy»,. that on fuch wealth attend;. 
For the nobler delight of aflilling a friend I 

Mr. Bb R I L. 
My Lord ! you amaze me; how could you divine Pi^ — 
O, Carelefs I your zeal has betray'd my defign. 

L O R ]> S E E W E L L. 

You have fixt on .the traitor, yet are not aware. 
That you're almoft involv'd in a dangerous fnare : 

7 But 
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But I'll fhew you this traitor's accomplice, my friend. 
And tell you what mifchief thefe plotters intend. 
You muft know, Tom and Harriot in concert purfuc 
Their dark machinations 'gainft Frances and you : . 
They have fworn youVe a tender eftecm for each other, 
Which, you both have in modefty laboured to fmother. 
If their charge can be prov'd, I your freedom reftrain, 
And fentence you both to the conjugal chain, 

Mb, B E R I L. 
O, my Lord ! that I love Lady Frances, is true ; , . , 

Yet I could not avow it to her, or to you : 
But to force my confe£ion, fuch means you employ, 
I almoft may call them the torture of joy. .. j . 

- I'm o'erwhclm'd wich iurprize, with delight, and with 
dread. 
Left I falfcly have heard the kind things you have faid* 
Speak I my dear Lady Frances, my anguifh relieve ! 
Does this tumult of hope my wild fancy deceive ? 

Lady Frances. 
I fo long Have my father's indulgence confeft. 
That againft his decrees I fhall never proteft. 

L 1 2 Mr. 
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Mr. Beril. 
O, how fhali i thank thee, dear pride of my life ! 

Lord Seewell, 
By cheri{iiing ftill in the mind of your wife, 
Such generous feelings as you have difplay'd. — 
From tay hand, my dear Beril, receive the kind maid t 
Your ftatue is not more indebted to art. 
Than fhe is to nature for molding her heart. 
They both fliall be yours ; both the ftatue and bride ! 
And the wants of your friend fliall no lels be fupply*d,-^ 
Being free from one modifh and wealth-wafting vice, 
From thofe peifts of our order, the turf and the dice> 
I enjoy^ my dear children, the fortunate power,. 
Of fecuring your blifi by an affluent dower. 
Your quiet (hall ne*er by your income be hurt, 
Which ihall equal your wifti, the' below your defert. 

Mr. Beril. 
Of your kindnefs, my Lord, I £b feel the excels. 
That my voice cannot fpeak what my heart 'would! 
•xprefs, 

Mk.. 
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Mr. Bijou. 
I am charm'd, my dejax Lord, by your choice of a fon. 

Lor dSeewell. 
I know, my old friend, you'll approve what I've done. 
You and I, dear Bijou,, wanting proper corredion. 
Have on vanity lavifli'd the dues of af{e6tion» 
We have both Iquander'd cafli on too many a whim ; 
But in tade let us take a new leiTon from him I. ^ 
And rate oyr improvements in real Virtu,. 
By the generous ads he may teach us to do I . 
To remember this truth is the connoiffcur's duty j 
'* A benevolent. deed is the effence of beauty." 

M R< B 1 J. o u.^ 
I confefs, I too oft have been vanity's fool ; 
But fhall hope to grow wife,, ray good Lord, in yowr 

. &hoo^ 
And, as mkth {bould be coupled with wifdom, I'tl go 
And fee if the fiddles are ready below.. [ExU.. 

L O & D S E E W E L L.. 

To-night, my dear Madam,, you muft not look grave j. 
Tho' Varnifli has prov'd fuch an impudent knave, 

I I promiife 
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I promife to make him your money refund. 

Mrs. B I'JOU. 
With furprize and vexation 1 almoft'^Was ftunn'd ; 
But depending, my Lord, on your friendly afliftance, 
I am ready to drive all chagrin to a diftance. 
And to (hare in the joy of our dear happy gucfts. 

Mr. Be r i l. 
What I owe to you, Carelefs, this fair one attefts :' 
And our fifter, \ hope, if I dare ufc the name, 
Prom your friendfhip will judge of your love's • ardejKt 

Harae, 
And, fliort'ning your rigorous term of probation. 
Now fill your kind heart with complete exultation. 

L AD V Harriot, 
The warm hlaze .of our joy, I affure you, dear brotlier, < 
With the cold damp of prudery I will not fmother. 
Your friend has for you play'd fb feeliag a part, 
I confefs, I am charm'd wjth his fpirit and heart; 
As in law and long courtfliip he likes not to drudge, 
I will make him at once my comptroller ahd judge. 

Careless, 
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Careless. 
I with tranfport and pride the dear office embrace I 

LordSeewell. 
And long may you fill it with fpirit and grace ! — 
My voice, my dear Carelefs, confirms her eledion; 
And I give her with joy to your tender diredion. 
For fealing, dear Tom,. you may fix your own day,. 
Without dreading from law any irkfome delay. 
As your father and I have, with friendly advances,. 
Already adjufted- your nuptial finances. 

Mr. Bijou (entering) 
Our muficians below are" all. ready, my Lord : 
Of pleafure you teach us to touch, the true chord. 
I've feleAed. a few little pieces to-night. 
That are fuited, I hope, to the prefent delight. — 
May we all think this day the beft day of our life I 
It will prove fo, I'm fure, both to me and. my wife. 
If a bargain fhould tempt us, we will not be rafh, 
But remember the Titian, and pocket our cafh. 
To Friendfliip and Want all we can we will give,, 
And buy no more baubles as long as we live. 
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PREFACE. 



IH A V E endeavoured to delineate, in the following 
Drama, an exa<9: portrait of the noble Perfonage, 
whofe name it bears ; as I believe, that a more engaging 
model of public and private virtue can hardly be feleded 
from the annals of any nation : although the extreme mild- 
nefs of his temper, the fimplicity of his manners, and, 
above all, his unafFe£led piety, are fuch qualities, as are 
-very rarely admitted in the formation of a Tragic Hero. 

To render my performance interefting to my country, 
I have adhered as clofely to our hiftory, as the nature of 
dramatic compofition allowed me to do ; and in points 
where I have varied from hiftorical truth, fuch variations 
are, I truft, fupported by dramatic probability. 

In the fpirited and judicious introdudlion to the lately- 
publifhed letters of Lady Ruffel, the teftimony of dif- 
ferent Hiftorians is colleded concerning the fentiments 
of Charles the Second and his brother, on the impending 
fate of Lord Ruflel. 

M m 2 "In 
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•* In the Duke of Monmouth's Journal, it is fald, 
•• that the King told him, he inclined to have faved the 
** Lord Ruffel, but was forced to confent to his death,. 
*• otherwife he muft have broke with his brother the 
*^^ Duke of York." Kenneth 

The fentencc Juft quoted, is, I hope, a fufficient foun- 
dation for the condu<Et which I have aligned to Charles ^ 
whofe charadcr indeed was fuch, that fidion- can hardly 
impute to him any inftance of irrefolution, duplicity, and 
wifehood, which the tenor of his life will not bring with- 
in the limits of theatrical credibility* 

The candid reader will readily allow the liberty I have 
takeuy in laying the fcene in the Tower, after Ruffers 
condemnation; as it affords many advantages to the con- 
dud of the play* 

Incompliance with that refped, which dramatic au«- 
thors have lately paid to the Clerical charader, I have 
not introduced either Tillotfon or Burnet among the per- 
fons of the drama, though the latter was fo conftant an 
attendant on the captivity of my Hero; an omiffion. 
which I have in fome degree fupplied; by the introduc- 
tion of Mr. Spencer y a charader drawn from the printed 

7' trial 
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trial of Lord Ruffel, where the name of that gentleman 
appears in the lift of thofe, who gave an honourable evi- 
dence in behalf of the noble prifoner, 

I have many obligations to the journal written by 
Burnet, at the tequeft of Lady Boifliibl, which contaifi$ all 
the ihinute circuotft^nces that occurred, during the im- 
prifonment, and^ at the execution of her Lord. This 
very interefting and pathetic narrative is printed in the 
General Dictionary, under the article Ru^eli I have not 
only taken from it many of (he fentiments, which I have 
afligned to him in this Tragedy,, but I have fbmetimes 
adopted the very wfords^ tha^ were really uttered by Lord 
RulTel ; and this I have done, not only from an affedioii- 
ate admiration of his charader, but from a defpair of 
furpafling the elegant fimplicity, and the force of His ex- 
preflion;. 

The offer relating to his efcape, fo generoufly made, 
and fo nobly refufed, is a fad univerfally known, and 
muft render the names of Cavendifh and Ruffel an honour 
to our country, as long as magnanimity and friendfhip 
xetain their juft value in the eftimation of mankind. 
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Perfons of the Drama. 

KING CHARLES THE SECOND, 

JAMES DUKE OF YORK, 

EARL OF BEDFORD, 

LORD R U S S E L, 

LORD CAVENDISH, 

MR. SPENCER, 

LIEUTENANT OF THE TOWER. 

LADY RUSSEL, 

LADY MARGARET RUSSEL. 

Officers, ^c, 

SCENE, during the firfl ASi^ in Bedford House, 
and afterwards in the Tower, 



LORD RUSSEU 



SCENE I.. 

Bedford and Lady Margaret Ruflel. 

Lady Margaret. 

REST here, my gentle Father 1 nor again 
Expofe your wearied age and wafted fpirits 
To fcenes of fuch dread influence to fhake 
Each fibre of a heart that feels like yours. 1 — 
I pray you reft with mel 

Bedford. 

My tender child \ 
Thanks to thy filial aid ! my ftrength returns. 
And my reviving foul has gather'd force 
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To bear the killing fight* — *T48 true, when firft : 

I faw my mild and unoffending fon. 

Pride of my age ! ^nd England's dear refourcc 

in thefe difaftrous days I when I beheld 

My blamelefs Ruflel at that bar arraigned. 

Where only guilt and infamy fhould ftand ; 

When I beheld each fervile judge fupport 

A lawlefs jury bafely fram'd againfl him. 

Indignant anguifh robb'd my wounded heart 

Of vital energy : quick from the court 

My hafty friends hurried my fcnfelefs frame, 

To this our quiet home : but fince, my daughter, 

Thy kind endearing tares have now reftor'd me, 

I will refume my Uation by thy brother. 

In thefe diftrefsful moments : — to his fide 

Affection calls me, and paternU duty. 

Lady M a rg are t. 
Forgive me, that I dare to thwart your wifh, 
But from my generous brother I've receiv'd 
A kind injun<Sion to detain your age 
From that affliding fcene. He has engag'd 
To tell us, by repeated mefTengers, 

Each 
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Each petty circumftance that paiTes there. 
Already from the number of his friends 
He has feleded one to bring us tidings : 
His faithful Spencer comes. 

Enter Spencer. 

Bedford. 

What from my Son ?«— 
The fentence is not pafs'd ! 

Spencer.. 

No, my dear lord. 
England is yet unfuUied with the ftain 
That muft diigrace her, if the fword of Juftice 
Turns to the murderous dagger of Revenge, 
To ftab your virtuous fon. — By his requeft. . 
I come to foothe your anxious fufFerings, . , 

And to relate the proeefs of a fcene. 
Where he conjures you to appear no more. 

; Bedford. 
What perjur'd flaves have they fuborn*d againft him ? 
How far has truth been wrong'd, and lavv been tortur'd, 
To frame thofe fnafes of legal death, in which 

N n They 
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They labor to involve incautious virtue ? 
Have they not dealt moft hardly with my fon ? 

S P E N c B R» 

He has experienc'd fubtle cruelty 

From venal ruffians in the robes of juftice ; 

But the bafe wrong his patient worth endures. 

Is the dark foil which gives the diamond luftre. 

When he requefted aid for his defence. 

His keen infidious foes, who ftrongly fear'd 

Some upright advocate might fave their vidim, 

£njoin*d him to employ a fcrvant*s hand. 

There rofe indeed a fervant at his fide, 

Moft eager for the taik ; but O ! what words 

Can fpeak the fond furprize, and thrilling angniih. 

Which fhook the bofom of each i&d fpedator. 

Who in that fervant faw his lovely wife ? 

The crowd, with eyes bedimm^d by ftarting tear» 

Of tendered admiration, gaz*d upon her> 

And murmur'd kindefl prayers, as they beheld 

Connubial k>vei in that angelic form,. 

Thus firmly yielding unexpeded fiiccour 

To virtue ftruggling io opprefiion s toils. 

BSDfOItlX. 
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B fi D f O IL D. 

Moft excellent of women I worthy offspring 
Of my departed friend, the good Southampton 1 
If Tyranny prevails againft thy hu&and. 
How fliall the wretched Bedford's feeble age 
Support thy widow'd heart ? I can no more 
Than in ftridl fellowfhip of bittereft forrovr 
Echo thy groans, and mourn our mutual lofs. 

Lady Margaret. 
Do not, dear father, do not yield fo fo^ 
1*0 comfortlefs defpair !— we yet may hope 
The radiant probity of Ruflel's life 
Will diflipate each dark and dangerous cloud 
That perjur'd Calumny can rasfe around hioir 
Remember all the candor of his mind ! 
Think how his temperate virtues have been prais*4 
By Envy's felf I how to the gassc of youth 
His condudb has been held up as a book, 
In which all EngUfh eyes may read their duty^ 
And learn the fiEureft path to fpotlefs honour. 

Spencer. 
If abjed lawyers, and a venal jury, 

N n 2 Should 
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Should violate the fanftity of juftice 

By Ruffel's condemnation, ftill his merits 

Are grav'd fo deeply on the Nation's breaft, 

He ftands fo firm the idol of her love, 

Oppreflion's felf will fear to execute 

The fentence of the proftituted law ■ \ 

Againft a life fo priz'd. 

Bedford. - 

Alas ! my friend. 
When did a tyrant, like vindidive York, 
(For 'tis the Duke who thirfts for Ruflbrs blood) 
When did a fpirit of that fullen temper, 
Impeird by rancorous hate, by bigot rage, < : 

And abje6t terror, when did fuch a fpirit 
Refped the virtue. Nature made its foe. 
And treacherous Fortune gave it power to crufh ^ 
But tell me of the fcene from whence you Come ! 
Say ! what has been alkdg'd againft my fon ? ■ 
I have been told the fierce and fubtle JefFeries, ' "' ' ■■ 
The Duke*s bafe agent in this bloody 4)ufinefs, ■ '■ '■ ■ 
Relies upon the evidence of Howard, 
As the fure inftrumcnt of Ruffel's death: ' '. ' 

Unprincipled 
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Unprincipled he is, and prone to utter 
What intereft and fear may bid him fwcar. 
What has he faid ? or is he yet unfummon'd ? 

Sp 5 NC E R. 
Before I left your fon, the faithlefs Howard 
Began his artful tale; but foon he falter 'd,. 
With feign'd affliction of a dread eventy 
Which fuddenly was rumour'd through the court, 
And ftruck the throng'd aflembly with fuch wonder. 
Malice flood mute, and Perfecutiotipaus'd. 
Frefli from the Tower the tidings came, that Effex, 
From terrors of that bar,' where Ruffel flood. 
Had with rafli'vidence rtifli'dout of life,- - ' 
And ftain'd his defperate hands in his own bloods 

Be d ford-. ' 
It cannot be! the firm, the gallafnt Effex -•^ji- . 

Could nercr end'his being foignoblyf^ 
And in the moment, when: his gfencroiis foul 
Felt only for his friend ; his RAjfiers^life . - •'. . 

Yet wavering'm the bakhce. ^..i .......' 

■- -« . • . . .... 

Spencer, 

■ - i ;Su<:h» my lord^ . 

-; •-' Such 
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Such is the comment of all honeft hearts 

On this dark ftory. — Heaven reveal the murder. 

And puniih it, though in th* aflkflln's veins 

The tainted ftream of royal blood may flow !— 

Soon as the rumour reached your fon, he bade me 

Attempt to penetrate this dark tranfadion, 

And bring you the refult of all I heard ; 

Adding, that in the infbnt of his doom, 

He would difpatch to you the noble Cavendiih 

With tidings of his fentence. 

B E D F o R D« 

Ah 1 my friend. 
The fatal word, that ends his blefied life. 
Has rung already in my tortur*d ear ; 
For I have feen the venal band fuborn'd 
To purchafe, by the facri£ce of truth. 
The blood of her idild champioa. There's his guilt, 
'Tis that his pure and patriotic zeal, 
Guiding the voice of an enlightened ienate, 
Has labor'd to preferve the throne of England 
From that blood-thirfty bigot, at whofe feet 
Her laws qow lie, in hafty ^roftitution, 

3 Slaves 
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Slaves to a tyrant yet uocrown'd j converted 
From facred guards of ilandet'd innocence. 
Into bafe engines of vindi&ire murder. 

Ladt Mahoakkt. 
Alas ! my father, thou haft judg'd too well : 
Thy dreadful prefagc is too foon confirmed :. 
Behold the zealous Cavendifh I he comes 
With no quick ftep of joyous exultation; 
But in his agitated gefture £hews 
A fettled forrow, and a fierce defpaic 

Enter Cavbndish. 

I come, my lord, the wretched mefienger 

Of that accurft eveat^ which my weak judgment,, 

Not reaching the extent of human bafenefs,. . 

Had haftily pronounc'd beyond the line 

Of pofUble injuilice. All the crimes. 

That coward Tyranny can wifh committed. 

Shall now have ccedit.r-T.Ruil£l is condemned. 

Lady Margaret.. 
O mockery of juftice I — Righteous Heaven! 
Yet interpofe to fave him I: 

Be d f o r d. 
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B E D F OR D. 

. My kind friend, 
Thou but related what a father's eye 
Forefaw too clearly; when .1 view*d the jury, 
So juftly challenged by my innbcent fon, J . 
Marfliaird without the jwarrintry of law : • . 
To enfnare his life. .;. ■ 

Cavendish. 
Etierilalinfaniy 
Fall on the bafe aflaffins I chiefly fall 
On thofe fuperior minifters of evil, 
The treacherous guardians of our trampled laws. 
Who in the robes of Heavdnri high delegates 
Perform the-^ork df hclM 'frtoni proftfate Jufticie 
Wreft her pure^fword, fa^laYn it with the 'blood 
Of her moft faithTul-votary!' '. - : : 

Lady Marxsaret. 
•'■' . Yet try, 

Try, my dear fathei*, ere -it jitbve too late. 
By urgent interccffions to pr'eferve him I 
Your friends are n^any, and', howe*er inflam*d . 
By the vile arts of fanguinary York, '" 1" 

I 
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The king has ftill a tendernefs of heart, 
That may incline to fpare my gentle brother. 

Bedford. 
Alas ! my daughter, cheriih not too much 
A hope, whofe cruel failure will impart 
New poignancy to thy too keen afflidion ! 
All the mild virtues, which to thy pure fenfe ^ 

Plead for thy brother's fafety, in the ear 
Of envious Hate and terrified Opprefllon 
Cry loudly for his death. 

Cavendish. 

He fhall not die. 
What 1 though the blood-hound Jefferies has faften'd 
His fang« upon him! though the barbarous judges 
Would make the temple of infulted Law 
The flaughter-houfe of Tyranny ! — there yet 
Are means to turn the fharpen'd axe afide, 
And fhield the life of their devoted vidim. 

•"■'Bedford. 
What would thy dauntlefs zeal ? 

Cavendish. 

Your gentle fon 
O o Hai 
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Has fuch juft credit with this injur'd nation^ 

For public virtue, and deiigns exempt 

From every felfi(h bias of the foul, 

Thoufands would throw into extremefl hazard 

Their fortunes, and their being, to prefervc 

The dying martyr of defencelefs freedonu 

I hold it eafy, in the very hour 

OpprefHon means to triumph in his blood. 

With fome feledled horfemen to o'erpower 

The flaves who guard him, ere they reach the fcaffokf. 

And bear him fwiftly to a fafe retreat. 

Applauding millions will afllft his refcue^ 

And blefs the efForts of his brave deliverers L 

Bedford,. 
No ! Cavendifh 1 by friendihip'^s holy ties^ 
That prompt thy generous purpofe^ I conjure thee 
To think of it na farther* 

C A VSN&I9H*. 

What I my Lord,, 
Shall we look tamely on„ ind by connivance 
Be made a party in this legal murder ? 

BbP POIID* 
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Bedf6rd. 
Dear ardent friend I thefe are difaflrous times, 
And this is one of them, when all the fundions 
True courage is allow'dto exercife, 
Are refignation and a brave endurance. 
My word is givren to thy kind thoughtful friend. 
To check all defperate fallies of afflidion, 
All, that the fond intemperance of love 
Could hazard for his fafety. 

Cavendish. 

Generous RufTel I 
By Heaven 'tis happier far to fhare thy death. 
Than live, to fee our wretched country robb*d 
Of all her hopes in thy unequaird virtue. 

Be P FORD. 

To me much happier I — to a father's heart 
It would be confolation and delight 
To perifh with his child ; but there are duties 
More painful to fuftain than the ihort ftruggle 
That ends our mortal bcing^:— and to us 

Thefe duties now belong — ^let us remember 
The truft that he bequeaths I — ^his wife ! his children I 

O o 2 'Tis 
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'Tis ours to live for them. Remember too 
His noble anfwer to the princely Moiimouth, 
Offering to fliare his pfifon and his fate I .' 

Did he not fay, it would embitter death 
To have his friends die with him ? 

Cavendish. 

^ O my Lord I ■ 

Your forrow is of pure and heavenly temper j 
Mine the fierce anguifli of indignant frenzy : 
Pray pardon it 1 ^ 

Bedford. 
Pardon thee 1 gallant fpirit I 
Thou bright example of exalted friendfhip I 
Thou haft my love, my fondeft admiration j 
In my juft heart thou rankeft with my children^ 
And art the pillar, now my Ruffel falls, • • 
That my weak age muft cling to for fupport. 

Cavendish. 
In duty, my dear Lord, though not in merit. 
You may account, me your's.t and pitying Heaven , 
May yet, in mercy to a nation's prayers, 
Spare to your virtuous age your worthier fon ; 

I cannot 
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I cannot bend my fpirit to admit 

His fate inevitable : gracious Powers ! 

Who watch o'er fuffering virtue, who infpire 

The profperous deeds of chance-defying friendship, 

Aflift my laboring and diftradled brain, 

Whofe facuhies are on the rack to find 

Expedients to preferve our country's pride, 

The friend and champion of her faith, and freedom, 

From the bafe ftroke of tyrannous revenge ! 

Bedford. 
Vain are thofe anxious thoughts : the vigilant eye 
Of keen Oppreflion will fecure her vidim. 
The nervelefs arm of childhood could as foon 
Wreft from the tiger's gripe his bleeding prey, 
As we by violence deliver Ruffel 
From the vindidive York. 

-Cavendish (after a paufe), 

I thank thee. Heaven I 
The bright idea is, I feel, from thee : 
And it has chas'd the darknefs of defpair 
From my o'erclouded mind, 

Bedford. 
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Bedford. 

What means thy ardour ? 
Cavendish. 
Good angels have fuggeftcd to my foul 
A projed yet to fave him. 

Bedford. 

Name it ! name it ! 
Cavendish. 
Your pardon, my dear lord ! — accept alone 
This firm affurance, that my new defign ^ 

Has nought of rafh exertion to involve 
A iingle life in danger^ or if one, 
It muft be mine alone ; and in this crifis, 
How gladly (hall I yield my life for his. 
And die triumphant in the blefl exchange ! \^Exii» 

Lady Margaret. 
Brave Cavendifh I — He's gone-— Ye faints of heaven ; 
If friendfliip, like your own, deferves your care. 
Go ever with him, and from all the perils. 
That wait the noble felf-negleding fpirit, 
Proted him I and afTift his godlike aim ! 

3 Preierve 
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Preferve this matchlefs pair of gallant friends, 
And let them ftiine the ornament of earth 1 

Bed s ORD. 
Thou pray'ft in vain, dear child 1 — this dauntlefs friend^ 
Tranfcendcnt as he is in truth and honour, 
Can nought avail us : he muft prove the dupe 
Of ardent paiHons and c f fanguine virtue. 
If there's a ray of glimmering hope, that yet 
May faintly lead us through this night of horror,, ^ 
|t cannot rife from any bright endowments 
In thofe we love, but rather from the vice. 
The abje6k vice,, that glares in our oppreflbrs. 
Our tyrants are neceffitousy and thirit 
VoT gold,, as keenly as for innocent bloodk 
Kind fortune,, haply for this grjat emergence. 
Has made me mafter of no common wealth ;, 
And this, with, lucky art diilributed; 
Among the needy minions of the king,. 
May purchafe ftill our Ruflbrs forfeit life. — ^ ~ — 

Come ! my dear child, retire we to confult '-^ 
On this our fole rcfburcel Thou: will not fcruple 
To meet, and to embrace a noble poverty. 
If thy loft portion can redeem thy brother f 

Las y 
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Lady Margaret. 
Bleft be thy happieft thought, my tender father I 
All wealth, all good is centered in his fafety ; 
And, witnefs Heaven ! my heart would freely bear 
All the loath'd hardfhips of the houfelefs vagrant. 
And think them bleflings, if they aught conduc'd 
To refcue Ruflel from a traitor's death. 

Efid of ACT I. 



ACT IL 

S C ]£ N E L 
Lord and Lady Ruflel in Prifon. 
A Table with Papers^ Pen, and Ink. 

_ _.- — -. LadyRussel. 

MU^'T I intreat in vain ? — Alas I my Ruflel, 
.:^Where is thy fwcet compliancy of foul. 
That, made, till now, thy Rachel's voice a ftranger 
To rude and irkfome importunity ? 

2 
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Has life fo little to engage thy wiihcs 
Thou wilt not afk to live ? 

R u s s E L. 

Canft thou, my love, 
By To unkind a queflion canfl thou give 
Such hard conftruAion to thy Ruffel's thoughts ? 
Where is there one inhabitant of earth, 
If not thy huiband, who has every caufe 
To cherifh his exiftence P-'-Oracious Power I 
Whofe wifdom regulates the lot of mortals, 
I feel, and with ^evouteft gratitude 
Blefs thee for fig^al bounties to thy fervant, 
But moft for this, thy beft and deareft gift. 
This lovely virtuous woman ; whom to part with 
Is now my hardeft trial i but from thee. 
Dread Arbiter of every human fcene t - 
(However ftrange to man's contra6ted feafe) 
This trial comes ; O ftrengthen us to bear it 
With tender fortitude and meek obediepce I 

Lady RussEL. 
It is our duty ftill, and-Hcaareaenjbiqsit, 
To make all blamdefe cffxntiito-piEftfrcc : • . ' . 

P P : . A life 
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A life fo precious : if thy rigid honor, 
In pity both to me and to thy children^ 
Will (loop to write one line of fupplication 
To the all-powerful York, be will obtain 
Thy inftant pardon from the pliant king. 

R u s s E L. 
Thou knoweft not th* inexorable hate 
Of that blood-thitfty fpirit. — It has plea&*di 
The author of my life to let the. rage 
Of ruthlefs bigotry prevail againft it l 
A band of venal or mifguided men; 
Have doomed me to^ the fcafFold^ on- the plea. 
That I have plottedr.to deftroy ihy fovereign^ 
Though. Heaven and thouy who knowefl alL my fbuT^ 
See the bafe falfhood o£ the bloody chaise : 
But to the voice of Lawj. however tortur'd^ . 
I owe a prompt obedience ;: nought remains-. 
But that I meet the ftroke of ftcrn OppreifioHi ! i. 

As fuits the votary of Public Virtue. . 
I muft not fully, by a. bafe fiibmiffionj.. .. 
A name yet fpotlefs,. the fole legacy- 
It is allowM me to bequeath; my children. 

f 7 Eady 
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LadyRussel. 
Dear as I hold thy life, which is in truth 
My only anchor in this fea of troubles, 
Believe me, Ruflel, I would rather yield, 
Without a ftruggle yield that precious life 
To Perfecution's ftroke, rather than lead, 
If aught could lead, thy clear and refolute virtue 
To one bafe a<St of weaknefs and difhonour. 

R U S S E L. 

Alas ! my love, the cloud of thy aiflidion 
Has dimm'd thy quick difcernment ; but the paper. 
Which thy fond care now urges me to write, 
Would darken all the ftpry of my life : 
I muft not, in that ftory's clofing leaf, 
Where Fortitude fhould fix the feal of Honor, 
Mar the fair record with a fearful blot. 

Lajdy Russel. 
Dear Ruflel ! exercife thy purer judgnaeot ; 
Thefe arc not fcruples of thy manly reafon. 
But niceties of proud* feotaflic honor, 
Of honor jealous to a vain excefs;- . 
How can the meafure, thatrny Ipye folicit«, 
,\ ' P p 2 Involve 
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Involve thee in difgrace ? Without abafement, 
Can injur'd Innocence not fay to Power, 
Give me the life, of which Iniquity 
Has made thy voice the arbiter ? 

R U S S E L. 

Thou knowcft, 
Dear inndate of my fecrct foul ! ki id prompter 
Of my beft thoughts ! it has been long the aim 
Of my paft life to win my country's love ; 
Not by the popular arts of vain ambition, 
(Which Nature never form'd me to poflcf^.) 
But by inceflant vigilance to. fhield 
Our faith and freedom, by an ardent wilh 
To prove that patriot virtue, (the ilale jcft 
Of fervile fpiritj, as an empty name) 
Is an exifting vigorous principle 
In minds of Englifh temper. I have fail'd 
In the prime objedt that .my (quI purfued, 
To fave our pure religion and our laws. 
From Bigotry's encroachment ; and I VoCc 
My life, endanger'd by that noUc conflict : 
But I have gain'd, and let nxc ftill preferve it I 
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The kind cftecm of this enlighten'd nation : 

This I muft forfeit, forfeit all the praifc 

And influence of no inglorious life, 

If I become an abject fupplianf 

To that fierce zealot, from whofe iron rod 

I ftrove to fhelter this devoted land. 

L A D Y Ru ss B L, 
No, Ruffcl ; the corrupted lips of Fa<9:ion 
- Are prone to evil : but the voice of ages. 
The fentence of the world, is firmly juft ; 
And by that fentence thou drt fure to ftand 
High on the lift of thole bright characters ' 
Immortaliz'd with pure idolatry 
By Truth and Freedom ; men "whofe very nahss 
Is fweeteft mufic to the ear of Nature. 
If in a future age, when we are duft, ^ 
Thy virtues can be queftion'd, it mtjft fee 
By fycophants, who, flattering royalty. 
With fianderous furmifes would degrade 
Each juft antagonift of lawlef& power j 
Or by thofe yet more abjedt enemies^ 
Tkafe fceptics of a cold farcaftic fpirit. 
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Who, judging from their own contraded hearts, 
Poflefs no confidence in human virtue 

R u s s E L. 
Affedion over-rates thy Ruffel's merit : 
But let this fond opinion of his fame 
Preclude thy vain requeft, which, being granted, 
Would but afflidt thy love. Confider well 
How it would wound thy generous pride, to hear 
Thy lord had ftain'd the life thou deem'ft fo glorious 
By an ignoble eagernefs to live. 

Lady Russel, 
Believe me, Ruffel, it would wound me more 
To think that, deaf to all my juft entreaties. 
My hufband, carelefs of his orphan children. 
With fuUen dignity threw life away. 
Rather than ftoop to fue for the remiflion 
Of his unrighteous doom. 

R u s s E L. 

Alas ! my love. 
Should I implicitly purfue the didates 
Of all thy fond folicitude, fuch condud 
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Would but provoke the infult of our foes, 
And could avail thee nothing. 

LadyRussel. 

Yes, my Rufl'el, 
Should the relentlefs York rejed thy prayer. 
In thofe fad years of bitternefs and anguiihj 
When, if tire will of Heaven is fix'd to part us. 
My widow'd foulj with unabating forrow, 
Muft dwell upon thy image, and for ever 
Repafs in thought thefe agonizing fcenes. 
It will afford me then a faint relief, 
To think" my aftive love, in this diftrefs. 
Omitted nothing, that had duty's fandlion. 
To fnatch thee from the fcaffold. 

R-U S S EL. 

Lovely fuppliant ! 
Thy virtuous tendernefs has melted me ; 
And, though I could not purchafe it by guilt, 
Thy peace is dearer to my heart than glory. 
Thou {halt not fay thy Ruffel e'er refus'd 
One prayer of thine : — give me agaia the pen 
'My. weak difdain reje<aed. [Ruffel writes. 

Lady 
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I<A dyRusspl. 

Blefs thy kindaefs ! 
Blefs thy prevailing love ! for I perceive 
How hardly it has ftruggled, to obtain 
This triumph over br^ve indignant pride, 
Abhorring e'en the fhadow of dilgrace. — 
O thou alKpowerful Spirit ! who canft make 
The meaneft implements of mortal ufe 
Thy minifters of fafety or deftrudion ; 
Grant that this love-dire<3:ed pen may prove 
An inftrument of grapious prefervation 1 
Guide thou my Jluflel's hand 1 — into this paper 
Pour words of heavenly potency to change 
The bloody wifli of blinded Superftition, 
And melt vindidive Rancour into, mercy ! 

Enter Spencer. 

Lady Russ e.l» 
Kind Spencer I opportunely art thou come 
To chear my Ruffel's folitary hour, 

While my keen hopes to win by fupplicition, 

3 • From 
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From potent York, the pardon of my Lord, 
Force me to leave him. 

Spencer. 

Ill befall the heart 
That melts not at the voice of fuch a fuppliant I 

R u s s E L. 
Good Spencer I thanks to that unwearied zeat 
Which makes thee frequent in thy welcome viiltt 
To a poor captive. — There, my anxious Love ! 
Take what thytruth'and tendernefs have forc'd 
From Ruflers frail ai^d yielding refolution : 
His pliancy, I know, will meet with blame ; 
But thofe who haVe a heart to feel thy merits, 
Will blufh at their quick cenfure, and recall il;. 

Lad y R us sel. 
Now let me, Ruflel | from thy prifon fly, 
Like the exploring dove, whofe eager wingj 
Flew from the ark, to vifit it again 
With bleft affur^nce of fubflding ftorms. [jE;r//; 

R u s s E L^ 
My worthy kinfman, when my voice is iilenc*d. 
As foon it will be, witnefs to the world 

CLq The 
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The tender virtues and coTj-nubkr love. - 

Of that angelic woman ! — And, I pray,* ' -jj i : •'."' 

As gentlenefs and honor fcavc €ndtar'd thee 

To all our houfe, (^ tholi, my Ifaithful Spencer,. 

Attend, with p!rt;yirtg care, my- wife and father ■ ■ 

On the dread day that ends oar- rtiiortal union ; 

Watch then^'with all the vigilance of friendfliip, / 

And foothetiie recent anguiihiof t^eif grief. 

• . • . :; '.'S PEN c-fi R. '-- ■ '•■■ \"i " •■- ■ -'• ^-' ' 
Heaven yet, my L<H'd, may favi «» fpohi-ifhat f^enc - 
Of private w^oe and national diftr^l^.- '-^ 

■ •-.■ i • Jt. U S S EL. ■ , ' ■ . ■ ■'''■''_ ■"''" 

Believe me,, thotighvrfloo^td alkrotflifejii ' ' ' ''^' 
I afk not, thinking to. obtain my iuit 3 • ' '-* • : '/ 

But from the tender- wifli^d'&itigate-^ 
The future fufFefiii^'-of 4 f^l^hful mdiirhefr, / ' : : ' 1 
By this complistticef W^h^lwrlbfod'eft-frayer. 

••S P.-^ N <; E R-. ' ■ • ■'•'' '- ''■ • ' 

Tl^'touching eloqtti^il^e;<c>f k^f'dfitei©fi,'*^-'-^i''^ '^- - -• 

Join'd to the memory o^ bet" father's merit. 

That honeur'd fer^ant of the Crown, Southampton,. 
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May wreft yotir papdon from the favagc Iwart 
Of fuUen Yorkv- : • - ^ : ' . 



( 
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Impdffible, my friend \ - • 
My life's the prey that hh infatiate rage " ' • 

Has keenly cfeas'^U-^e holds it in hi* toils, 
And every profped of efcape is clos'd. 

• - S P'B-N-CE R. . 

Yet think j^aay ir«rd, that othfer means of (afety-— ^. ^ . 

•Russ^&L. 
No, Spencer: I h&vc thought, I tfuft not vainly, " 
Of the chief ol)jc<9: that my mind mud 4w6ti on< 
How to fuftain ^c- trying part; t<» which . ; . : 

The will of Heaven appoints niej how to meet 
The fudden ftroke of igBo&iftiotis^eathi ... 
As may become the man whofe life has wtoft ' 

From this brave land obfervance iaiid regard,— • 
O Spencer I when the Wearied eye furveys 
The gloomy face of Earth, the Law's abufe. 
And Freedom finkmg trader favage Power, - " ♦ 

The wreck of Public Virtue, the bafe art* 
And treachery of her apoftate fons,. . ' • 

Ci.q 2 ^ With 



300 LORDRUSSEL: 

With all the countlefs ills that in her train 
A blind and barbarous Superftition brings ; 
When thefe are prefent to the guiltlefs mind, 
It feems a fair and bleffed fate to ily 
From this dark den of mifery and vice, 
To the bright prefence of divine Perfedion 1 

Spencer. 
Yet of how pure a nature are thofe bleflings 
This earth vt'ould furniOi to your refcued virtue I 

R u s s E L. 

gentle kinfman I in my fofter hours 

My heart ftill clings to thofe attradive objeds 
Of tendereft attachment ; for this heart 
Was framed by nature for the fweet enjoyment 
Of focial duties and domeftic blifs. 

1 Vi^ill avow to thee, (for thy mild fpirit 
Can fympathize in every true diftrefs) 
That when I think to what exccfs of anguifli 
I leave the worthieft and moft tender wife. 
That with endearing innocence and love 
E*er blefta hufband, the forbidden tear 

Starts from my eye perforce, my frame Is chiU'd, 



And 
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And fliudders at the fharp divorce of fteel, 
So foon to fall upon our chafte afFeflion. 

Spencer. 
Yet may ye live a bleffing to each other ; 
And give a bright example to mankind, 
That happinefs abides with virtuous love I — 
Life ftands within your choice : — the King, who knows 
With what a fond refped and confidence 
The generous people lean to the opinion 
Of men fo rooted in their hearts as you are, 
Courts your acceptance of immediate pardon ; 
If you will but acknowledge, in his prefence, 
That you believe no fubjed has a right. 
However tempted, to refift the Throne. 

R u s s E L. 
Have any of my friends fuppos'd, that RuiTel 
Could buy exiftcnce at a price like this? 

Spencer. 
The worthy churchmen, who in this vile prifbn 
Have been your kind afliduous attendants, 
Build on this ground ftrong hopes ; — they have obtain*d 
The fandtion of your venerable father 

To 



To argue with yoii thi^ iaiportant qUeftioa 5 
Believing they qiay lead y6ur candid mind 
To terms, which, in their cool confiderate judgment, 
Have the clear warrantry of truth and reafon. 

R u s s £ L. 
Good men I they are an honor to the church 
For fignal harmony of faith and pradice ; 
But haply, cramp'd by piety's nice fcruples, 
Their minds have not expanded to embrace 
The mighty caufe of Freedom. — O my friend T 
I want the fpirit-ftirting faculty 
Of eloquence, to range in", bright array 
The potent claims of Nature, and enlift 
In her pure fervice all the noble pafllpns 
That give diftindion to the life of man : 
But gracious Heaven endow'd me with a heart 
To ad the upright virtuous citizen ; 
And meet the axe, much rather than betray 
The charter'd rights of this my native land. 

Spencer. 
Are you, my Lord, fo fettled in your thoughts 

5 On 
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On this nice qucftkm, that no arguments - ' 

May fhake the aiiy fabric ofopimoh^ 

'. ' ■ ■ -R U S S E L. " ' ■ ' » 

Good Spencer, thou haft known me many years, 

And for a man of plain and fimple reafon ; 

Which clearly tcHsmc that the King's pofition, 

Once granted, finks the free-born fons of England ' 

To the tame vaffals'of a Tutkifli defpot. 

My mind can frame rio image of a ftate- • • 

That laws have limited, without a right' : • , . 

To guard thofe limitations ; and my xronfcience,- • • ■' ■ 

That higher fovrereign, who challenges: - ' . 

My firft obedience in 'all points of momenti - - 

Will not permit me, by a different tahguage,- 

To purchafe life from the deluded King. 

'S'mNCER. Ji .. •. '. 

With painful admiration I have heard .;..:: v* ^ 

The fteady dictates of your patriot virtue, 
That will, "v-'kh nimgled agdny and joy > ,- 

Confirm the prefagb of your* noble fatfeef. '' •'"-''' : 

Ho we'er he liftens, with' attentive fortdnefs) , • 

To all that friendly "ieai fuggeHs^Qiflve -ybu, . 

He 
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He knows, and glories in your firm adherence 
To the dear rights of England ; nor can wifli, 
Though with the fandion of fuch friends, to fee you 
Exchange it for the lure of forfeit life. 

R u s s E L, 
Although I truft he fully knows that mind, 
Which his fond cares have ftrengthen'd and enrich'd 
With its beft powers of manly refolution ; 
Yet, as ill-grounded and diftrefling doubts 
Are natural infirmities of age. 
At times, perchance, my venerable father 
May fear left the approach of violent death 
Should with difgraceful pliancy infe<St 
The fpirit of his fon-*I therefore pray thee 
Return ; aflure him, that our pious friends 
Muft lofe their well-meant labor in debate ; 
My mind's unchangeable ; and gracious Heaven, 
As my dark fate draws nearer, gives my foul 
New ftrength to triumph o'er its (hadowy terrors I 
Affurc the tender Bedford, I fliall meet 
The hour of execution as his love • 
Muft wifh, with that fedate and chearful brow 



-. > 
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Which fuits the guiltlefs fon of fuch a father. 

Spencer. 
My Lord, I will religioufly obey you,: 
And on the inftant ; as I now perceive 
Your chief heart-chofen friend is come to fliare 
The private coqverfe of your precious hours. [fixif. 

Enter Cavendisit. 

R u s & B L.. 

Welcome, dear Cavendiih I my eager heart 
Has. panted for thy prefence, keenly wifhing; 
To reft the burthen of its cares on thee. 
Yet, ere .1 ceafe to live, O let me take 
One long farewel of him,^ whofe frienddiip gave 
Luftre and value to that life which fate 
Severely calls me to refigat 

C A.VE N.D IS H.. 

Which Love 
And Friendfhip's voice command thee to prefervei— 
I come to fave thee, RuffeL ! nor muft lofe 
One moment in the heaven-fuggefted plaui 

R u s s E L. 
Dear fanguine friend, the fond illufive warmth. 

R E 0fi 
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Of thy kind heart invefts thy ekger fkiicy ' ' 
With vifionary power. ] ] 

Cavendish. - " 
The fiends of hell 
Shall not defeat the projedi my good aingel .. , 

Infpirps for thy protedtion I-^Swear thou, firi)^ . 
By our inviolate friendfhip, and by ties 
Yet ftronger on thy heart, thy wife 2i*ftd children, 
Swear thou wilt grant me otie ¥equeft. 

R U S S-EL.- • -^ " - - 

Peat Cav^ndifli, 
Thou wouldft engage me in fdriae haftybitffihefs, - 
Pregnant with danger to thy 'generous felf 5 > , - 
Elfe had thy frank affcdioh ne'er dcvis'd - ■.: 

A bond fo needlefs,'to the tnind^wmdh holds • - 
Requefts from thee as facred is the l^ws- ' ■ . 
Of faith and honor: — but explain thy purpofe. 

Cavendish, 
Here, in this happy hour of privacy,'^ ' ' » ..• 

Let us exchange our habits; fo may 'ft thou, 
Muffling thy face as in the veil t)f forrow, 
Pafs unfufpedcd, and elude the- guard. «S^3 

Two 
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Two of our truftj^ 'fj:iends are plac*d to mqet thee. 
And all the means of thy efcape concerted. 
Hafte, I conjure thee i while I here remain 
Wrapt in thy rnourning garb 5 but with a fpirit 
Ready to bur|l into triumphant joj;, 
And mock the baffled malice of thy foes. 

p. U S S E L. 

Brave Cav^ndifli ! 'tis hard to quit a world 
That furnifhes fuch, friends ; yet eafier this, 
Than by a.^afty flight from deat,h to hazard 
A life I hold ftill .dearer than ray own. 
No, I can nQley, e^pofe thy generous virtue 
To that bafe fate thou urgeA me to fliuji. 

' ■ I^ ; : ■ ;; . '••■>,-'-/ . • ' ' 

C A.y ElS^D I S H. 

They dare not %i.k.e.^t;me^,th^eir^venaljijries 
Have paft potre^e^^roijis yerdid-,on my head. 

RUSSEL. *. • 

The eminence, of thy. exalted virtue 
Would make.tjuq^, t^eir-f^r.^ w^iiaj^j and perchance . 
The latent ruf^^^^jiifh I, think there axe) ; 

Who rcbb'd the inmy^d world of gallant Eflex, 

Rr2 Would 
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Would double, in the mind of their bafe mafter, 
Their murd'rous merits by difpatching thee. 

Cavendish. 
There is no peril ; but admit the worft, 
I want not ftrength ta grapple with fuch villains, 
And wear a dagger here to punifh them. 

R u s s B L. 
Friend of my inmoft foul ! thy generous offer 
Yet clofer draws thofe honorable bands 
That in our mortal pilgrimage have bound us 
Firm to each other, and, defying death. 
Will prove to us, 1 truft, in brighter fcenes, 
A lafiing unextinguifhable fource 
Of pure ambition and angelic joy. 
But the kind purpofe of thy noble zeal 
Thy Ruffel muft rejed. Granting thy plan 
Free from all perils to thy precious life, 
(And it abounds with many moft alarming) ; 
Flight, howfoe'er effeded, would produce 
Difhonour to thy friend, as wanting truft 
In fpotlefs innocence or manly courage. 

Catbndish. 
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Cavendish. 
The tongue of Slander dares not to impeach^ 
Thy fortitude I 

R u s s E L, 
Yet more : for I will lay 
My fecret foul before thee. — Thou haft fcen 
How far thy friendfliip and my Rachel's love 
Have power to make life lovely in my fight ; 
And my kind father, whofe declining age — — 
But I muft paufe, and check this natural burft 
Of tender gratitude. — Thou fully knoweft 
All the ftrong ties that chain my heart to earth ; 
Yet I perceive thefe adamantine links, 
Touch'd, without doubt, by heavenly influence, 
Seem to give way ; and my afpiring foul 
Begins to covet that ignoble fate, 
Which fhews fo horrible in vulgar eyes I 

Cavendish. 
And canft thou wifh to leave us ? 

R u s s B L. 

O my friend I 
Among the ftrongeft pa/iions of my heart, 

R r 3 Perhaps 
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Perhaps more forcibk than love and friendfhip. 

From childhood I have cherifh'd an attachment 

To my brave country : — though a trariflent cloud 

Now hovers o'er her, ray prophetic eyes 

Perceive tha^t fhe' is deftin'd to emerge 

To happinefs; and glory. Thou fhalt live^ 

Dear noble &iend I to vievr, and to aflift 

This bkft event. — ^Thc death I am to fufFer 

Will more contribute, than my life could doy 

To England's welfare : — -m the future fabric^ 

DeftinM to fave and to perpetuate 

The fapp'd* foundations of her faith and freedom^ 

My blood may prove a cement j this idea; 

Suftains, iufpiritSy and delights my fouL • ' 

Cavendish, 
Heroic Ruflel ! bright and genuine martyr- 
Of Liberty and Truth I if thou muft peri(li>» 
I yet {hall wear, engraven- on my heart,. 
The radiant image of thy fignal virtues^^. 
As a pure charm, of potency toguard. 
The lowlieft mind from every fervile thought. — 
Hack I fure I heard the bated voice of Yodt K 

Dares 
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Dares he infult imprifpn'd innocence, 

By venturing to approach it ? May we not 

Move farther ofFfrom that dete|led found? 

It fhakes my tortur'd brain, and almofl tempts me 

To rufli at once, and from the coward breaft 

'.-■." ■■,•-*• ■ * 

Of that apoftate tear th' envcnom'd heart 

That guides the murd'ro.us axe againft my.Ruffej, 

• R U S S.E.L. . 

Patience, dear ardent fpirit lr--Come this way; 

The adjoining chamber 4s allotted me 

For privacy and prayer. Cpnie, to receive 

The bei}^i<9i9n'of thy 4ying- friend, \ExeunU 

Enter York, with the Lieutenant of the 'Tower* 

.York.. 

' ' ■ ■ . ti , 

I know fome proud abettors of his guilt 

Are plotting his elcape ; but mark, Lieutenant, 

If the convided traitor in. your charge 

Appear not on his fuiprapns to the fcafFold, 

Your life fliall anfwer it. ' ' 

* 

Lieutenant. 

.1 truit your Highncfs "' 

"'■• '''"will 



1 

1 
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Will never fee occafion to condemn me 

For any breach or negligence of duty. 

Enter Lady RufleL 
L AD y Russ E L. 

May an unhappy mourner dare to hope 

That gracious mercy guides the princely York 

To Ruffers prifon ? At your feet I fall 

In my dear Lord's behalf, who in this paper 

Implores your interceflion with the King 

To fave an innocent and injur*d fubjedt. 

York. 

Rife, Madam !— Tell youar Lord, that I forgive hica 

His bold feditious pra^ices to bar 
My juft fucceflion to the Englifh. throne ;; 
But my allegiance and fraternal duty 
Forbid me to appear the advocate 
Of one whofe life is forfeit to the law 
For plotting to deftroy my royat brother.. 
In pity to your fuiferings, I advife you 
To wafte no fruitlefs labor in oppofing 
That ftroke of juftice which we all lament, 
But which the lafety of the realm requires.. [Extf^ 

Lady 
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Lady. RussEL. 

Thou ruthlefs hypocrite! thy fullen crudty ... 

Converts the fwelling tear of fupplication 

To £ery fcorn ; and my prophetic. fpitit 

Forefees an hour in which thy abjed foul,. ..... .1 ! 

With more than womanifh terror, fhaU imptoftv.;: i.iA 
That fuccour thy hard heart denies to rnc .: . .. . / 

Lieutenant.. . _. . 

Lady I - thy u£imerited afflidiont . . 

Have feizM a ftranger*9 bolbm, and impel me 

To make fome effort to affift thy prayers. .:^ » 

The Duke is mercilefs, and thirfts for blood ; , ;: .;;; ^ 
But ]pity harbours ia our. Soyereigo'fl kcait : . . . ; y. ,. '.. 

1 know this very mcming lie has utter d 

Woi^;df kind import to your injured Lood:- ... :. : V 
If, in fome hapffy minute^ iyoii could throw ..... ,.: 
Your foryowsat his feqt, tjicy myft pteyail. .;.,.: . ,:,,,, f 
He ftill i« in the pcecbias of the Tower i . ..i . Lio.' ... 
Wait here fQme,m<^ot9y aod kind^li^V5£^;|9§yjtg^f|c 
To draw him this, way y^t, $re he r<join>.ij ; ^ _ ^;-^ 

His peftilent counftllgjwrii.0>:rud Puk?.:{n,j ii&'iSfr^* 

.,.;"^ Sf * Ladt^ 
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.L-'AD T .Ru 6 s si.. 
Thebleffingfj^fjtoy gratefylheajlgO/^iih;!^^ ._,.. ^ 
Good angels feixiadi^^.Miil&pkxirfpr.pitiP! or; ij... :> 
Of this brave foldiar !. GraaC me power tpfpsak .,. 
My Ruflel's wfiings to due mi%uidfid ICiogJ .::-, c.:. . . > I 
And thoo^J^K^ %irit pf vay vktiiouo ^t]i«r» . ic:.. 

Whofe matchJafe £br vices ia well dt£&:v>9. j . : ; _ ■ "C 

The kind remembrance of a royal mafter, 
Infpire thy fuppliant oyi4ittith,'!ttordi.to qcwlt ; /' ^J C 
The hardeO'd he^tof Gifaadcudrb^Rt^afkpirQa'Qliet br^^I 
O cruel fate! at fighq of lay diiVrefr- . , l. :. . .L i -. t 
He turns, a5»i«ig*r tetaroidja'wfefch.i ;:.;ii il , !r;Ci adr 
He dares not fttCttiiir.t;^ca9V'CD9^>gBhtle;8dVfiile^_^jjli 
Yet flay, yet hear^tfee miferaW^fiiiaiirneir-rv' mij 'v<v»i I 
Who claims:t&5r«iercy^^^Hica^cd k^iiqtiiieafisiiiiycfM^^^ 
He flops — hir'diAib€flhU^«md^l|i^3iuiciitcd(<fyeiI -jnO. ■<] ^l 
Looks kindly'4^kdk^ ^ B6hOLhtiiai)p:^raidaiaS';Liege.l :...// 
Behold the daugtedF>(>f thy Ap^^JBowtttariiptdai ii.h t.H 

To utter all th^Juilahd ai^ajit'^p!(iye*ir:^ m:.." v/^if oT 
•^Hiijheart addre8e»to4hy^*leMcrteyl«.'i.. y-j .rjlinja vi;t 
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Enter phe Kang^' .' . "t "''"^ ' 'A 'T 

Rife, lovely mourner ! — be affiip-'d I pity 
Your virtuous fuffering&j andfii^eitJy^loioiifii • i 
Thofe hard necefllties of ftatte, whdfe fd«*'' ^ '! : ^=i "O 
0*er-rules the milder wifhcs of rtiy rtfed- ^ -fi^ . -^^ j'^' 
To fparc the precious life for which' yofiiifti^lr^^ ^ -' A 

L.A I> Y . R U « V«l.» - 'i -' - - '■ .' - '•: '- ■ "I 
If the bri^YCh€r(lbI^reyfhfesiiifpiS»*d' -i^ " " •..fir.r: ;i 
Your royaLbfeiibm with: a wifli to i^ve himiui . » .; ' i ; i 
O let no fubtle fiend, with bafe foggeftion, :. ^^ .'.• , ^ c * 
Subdue that heavenly- impulfe l-^rie^et m^tskftHxt^. c^T 
More loudly call'd, hy Equity and Truth, 
To the exertion oF his ndblcft pdtvcr, ^y\ ' ?^.X 

The privilegi^toffparcl*-*8b may jny! fowl ' ':^ •' .rdO 
Find grace b^fpre the' judgment^ot ff He%vtttf^ y.y.A o3 
As it is fure my R-uiibl never harboured v: ii. j ..•. 1 -'A <) 
A fingfc tfewiglirofcHkjodj-or aughft'^eviljiiri* i ).i ir/'i 
Againft thelifiBSlncbwolfiircraf^is Kihgt'> *:i jj'lo iliW 
Nay more, my ^ie^jilknow hfS'g^ntltf^^ir^e' . "^i /itA 
Has often join'd in painful fellovi^fhip ■ ti jV...:..!*,^^ AAidT 
With -bold bad men, whom his pure heart abhorrM, 

S f 2 To 
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To lead your child, the young and princely Monmouth, 
From the dark paths of their pernicious counfel. 

King.' 
Your Lord is happy in an advocate 
Of moft perfuafive powers : I wifla, but dare not. 
To flop the courfe ttf the offended law 
Againfl the naan for whom your tender virtues 
Plead with fuch feryency:— my kingdom's peace 
Demands the dread cbmpletion of his fentence'; 
His refcu'd life woiild lead triumphant Fadioil 
To pradices more daring, and diflraft 
The agitated realm with civil broils. 

, : . LA>y Ru'ssBL. 
Alas } you little know the gentle fpirit :. 

Of my wrong*d Lord. But if his life is held . : •'' 
So hazardous to £fkgland*s peace, my Li^,, 
O let him pafs the remnant of. his day& - 
Far from this troubledifle:— his wife and' children • '. A 
Will guide th' obedient exille.wlxeife.ydii order ;.:' y ":'>*• 
And, if a defert yields him life and -fyety> ; . v' '^^ 
Think paradife is there ! , .; ' .. ' 



X 
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K { K G« - • 

You touch my foul, . . .. . 

Fair fuppliant 1 Let them bkmc my pliant weaknefs ^ 
I am not marble, and muft fliew you mercy. — . , ' 

Where is my Lord of Bedford — with his fon ? . . ^ 

Lady R u s s e l. 
No, my kind Sovereign ; — (hall I fly to feek him. B* 

King. 
Bid him, wkh inflant fpeed, prepare a ve^I, 
That may convey Lord Ruflfel to the cpaft 
Of France or Holland, as our will direds,— 
Lady, you little know what cruel bars 
Obftrud the willing ftep of royal mercy : 
Kings are forc'd often to do good by ftealth. 
And fuch is now my curfc. — -But let your father 
Make preparations for a fecret flight,. 
And wait our pleafure with the prifoner here. 
Ere night hd fliall receive our terms of pardon. 
And with them an exprefs, though private order 
For the enlargement of your captive Lord. 

LadiY Rus s sl. 
May the great Foui^tain of beneficence,, 

- The 
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The King of kings, reward my gracious mafter 
For this kind pron^ife to his gcateful fervant I.. 
O my good Liege! let but your owfii mdld "fpirit 
Be your prime counfe^lor, to fliut your ear 
Againft the fubtleties of cruel :^alots ; .. 
Tranquillity fhall hkfs your faf« dominion^ 
And loyalty and love fupport your throne- 
But let me fly to my deliyeri'd.B.uflel 
With thefe njoft. happy tidings qf your bounty i- 
And in reiterated prayers to Heaven, 
For every good ou my indulgent. Sovereign, 
Pour forth the fuUnefs of my fwelling heart 1 [JSigitm 

King. 
How touching is her love I I envy Ruil^l 
Th' angelic tendernefs of that chafte woman* 

Enter Yxttk, 

YaKJL.- ... i': 

What! has the whining^ wife of guilty RuflcL . :. . :.. 
PefterM your ear^ my broiikcr, . v^^th. vaitt; t«ic«, . 

To vouch the trutjh pfthatcoayttaed^tmtor? ... C 
Whofe death muft nQW be fpie(edy,ut© ,fecure 
Your kingdom's qpi&tji:JW(driyi(>^r;p^ii©ft'<s.rafjety^ ..;; yi.;/. 
. / K I Nd, 



A T It A G r D Y. ^5?9 

K I N -o. • 
Brother, your Refti^ friends incline tdO imich 
To fanguinary coremfels-^— I abhor them I 
What, if in pity to a virtuous woman. 
In kind remenabrance of her father's naerits. 
Friend of aurcxil'd ytnith, and beft'Aipport- 
Of our recoverM throne ; what if I grant ' 
Some little mercy to her urgent prayer, 
And change her Hufliand's death to baniflwitht ? 

"'"Y 6-r'k. ■'. •■— ■ • 
By Heaven it muft not hc-t^^iv^at /' when th^ Law, 
That faithful guatdrainof your facred lifct, . . i . . 
Has paft its fentence on your proftrate foe. 
For bafe confpiracy and bloody treafon, ^ ^ ' 
Falfe to yourfeif, Aali you, in weak compaflioii 
To an infiriuating woman's tear?, ' 
Thus refcue and empower RebeHion's idol 
To form a fecond more foccdsful plot ? 

'• • ■ K 1 HOT - •• 
Your hafty fearontrifeft true p6!icy ;• < - - 
And this excefs of rigor," ivMch your priefts 
rHaye^4;aught you, bodes, I think, but little good 

Both 
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Both to your power and mine. — You, when you chufe, 
May vifit Rome j I, brother, am too old 
To enter once again on foreign travels, 

Y 0*R K, 

Nor may we fufFer you to fall at home, 

Through carelefs indolence, by Treafon's dagger. 

Think not I fpeak from ancient enmity 

To this infidious RufTel : for myfelf, 

He has my pardon for his crimes to me ; 

But the regard I owe your hallow' d perfon, 

Leads me to prefs for his immediate death : 

Before the houfe that bears his father's name. 

The houfe that hid his bloody machinations, 

I wifli to fee the murd'rous rebel die. — 

But let us hafte from hence. I will affemble 

The members of your council moft inftruded 

In this bafe treafon — they will clearly prove 

You have but this alternative to chufe, • 

To execute or perifli One muft fall, 

The traiterous convid, or the injur'd King. 

End of ACT II. 

A C T 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

Lord RufTel writings and attended by Spencer. 

Spencer. 

OU I T, my dear Lord, your mournful preparation 
For that unworthy fate, which your bleft confort. 
Here fully prov'd our good and guardian angel. 
Has happily averted. 

R U S S E L. 

When a life 
Hangs, my good Spencer, on a prince's word, 
Whofe refolution is the pliant flave 
Of artifice and importunity, 
Reafon difdains to take into account 
A poor pofTeilion held on fuch a tenure. 
I can believe the King inclines to fave me ; 
But know how foon his unrefifting fpirit 
Yields to the voice of that vindidive zeal, 

Tt Which 
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Which with inceflant and increafing fury 
Now clamours for my blood : — I therefore hold it 
The part of prudence to leave nought undone, 
Which, on a fudden fummons to the block, 
I yet might wifh, but want the time to do. 

Spencer. 
Wfelefs (though noble) may this caution prove I 

R U & S EL. 

Be that as Heaven thinks beft.— Since bufy Rumoiiry 

In his blind haile to catch a fleeting imagc^ 

Is apt to form a faithlefs portraiture 

Of public charaders, I here, my friend. 

Have, as a legacy, bequeath'd the world 

A true though flmple pi<Sture of myfelf. 

When I am gone, my honeft countrymen, .- 

Reading this paper, may with confidence • j 

Say, Such was Ruflel — this account of him . :• 

Being as clear from fal£hood and difguife 

As that which, in his hour, of heavenly audit, - . ' 

Muft prove the grotmd of his eternal doom* 

Here is my lateft tafls: perufe this letter, ' 

Which on my death the King is t^ receive I . ] 

Sfbncbk« 
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Spencer. 
It breathes that gentle magnanimity 
For which your life is noted. 

R U S S E L. 

At the time, 
The folemn time, when the calm foul prepares 
For quick departure to that world of peace, 
Where enmity and anger cannot dwell, 
'Tis furely right to clofe our earthly feuds, 
And part from all men in pure charity. 
Though I have never finn*d againfl my fovereign, 
By any deed or thought that meant him ill. 
In many vain and inconfiderate hours 
I yet have fported with his name and frailties 
So idly, that I hold it decent now 
To crave his pardon for fuch levities ; 
And, in the gcntleft language I can ufe. 
To intimate, that, dying thus unjuftly, 
I pardon all promoters of my death, 
The higheft as the loweft. 

Spencer. 

Ceafe, my Lord, 
T t 2 To 
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To dwell on dying thoughts with eyes that ipeak 
Of life and comfort — ^j'our deliverer 
Comes, to reftore you to domcftic blifs. 

Enter Lady Ruflel. 

Lady Russel. 
All, my dear refcued Love ! all is prepared 
To aid your bleft removal from this land 
Of danger and diffention. — To your fight 
Exile fhall feem a kind familiar friend. 
Conducing you to fafety and delight ; 
You fhall not feel you have a foreign home. 
For all your houfe, who live but in your prefencc. 
Are fix'd to travel with us: — the kind Bedford 
Will to the rough fea truft his feeble age 
For your fociety. O had you feen 
How our dear little ones receiv'd the tidings 
Of this heart-healing voyage I how they pant 
To throw their eager fondling arms around you. 
And welcome you again to life and joy ! 



Enter 
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Enter Bedford, 
Bedford. 
Pride of my foul I my dear, recover'd fon ! 
Again I view thee, with parental tranfport, 
Snatch'd from the broken fnares of fhameful death 
By this bleft hand I— In vain thy fuppliant father 
Had ofFer'd to exchange his envied treafures 
For that fuperior wealth, which in his heart 
Outweighs all opulence : — fullen Revenge, 
Subduing Avarice, with fcorn rejeded 
Thy profFer*d ranfom. Blank defpair had feiz'd me ; 
But in the hour when human efforts failM, 
This pitying feraph, in a woman's form. 
Brings heavenly aid, and turns a tyrant's heart 
To blefs the trembling world with Ruffel's life 1 

R u s s E L. 
Dear objeds of my love 1 I pray you check 
This eagernefs of joy ; for O I feel 
That it muft prove to you the treacherous herald 
Of heavier grief I — ^your kind exulting hope 
Is a brief day of fummer out of feafon. 
That, promifing to end ilern winter's tyranny, 

10 Does 
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Does but fupply to his rufpeDcled breath 

The power to pierce more deeply z — pray be caution'd, 

And with juft forefight arm yourfelves againft 

The certain rigour of th' inclement time. 

Bedford. 
Has not the King relented, and engag'd 
His royal word to fave and fct thee free ? 

R U S S B L. 

Alas, my father ! had his word poflefs^d 

That ftedfaft fandity which fhoiild belong 

To the pure breath of princes, this fair ifle, 

Who trufted in his faith, had never known 

Her prefent depth of national difgrace : 

Have we not feen our fovereign's promises 

Proverbially invalid ? — Here comes one 

Whofe meflage will, I doubt not, end the queftion. 

Enter an Officer, who beckons Ruffel, andjpeaks to him. 

afide* 

Bedford. 
O my dear daughter I the high flood of hope 
Sinks in my heart, and leaves a hideous void. 

Lady 
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Lady Russel: 
Speak, ipeak, my Ruflel 1 is it life or death ? 

R u 8 s B L, 
Patience, fweet fufFerer I— Pray inform the (herifF, 
Although this fhort and peremptory fummoiis 
Savours of cruel hafte, he fhall not wait. 

[£;^// Officer, 

R U S S EL. 

Ye, whole keen forrew has more power to (hake 

The heart of Ruflel than th* iinpeiiding axe, 

By our pure love let me conjure ye now 

To reconcile your grief-diftemper*d thoughts 

To Heaven's dread pleafure ; who, for fom&high purpofe. 

Permits the oppreffive doom of innocence ! 

The King has fignifiedhe cannot fave me,. . ' 

And I muft die to-day. 

LadyRussed. 

Perfidious cruelty 1 
But I will fly, and by ray loud complaint. 
Waking dead Honor in his wither d mind,. 
Force from the treacherous King his promised mercy. 

\_Exit, 
7 Bedford. 
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B E D F^O R p. 

I yet will make one hopelcfs eiFort more 

To flop the vengeance of infatiate York. ££;»/« 

R u s s E L. 
Go, ye kind beings ! for the bufy love 
That finds emplpyment, though in fruitlefs labor, 
Lightens the preffure of the grief it bears. — 
Thou feeft, good Spencer, that my tender wife 
Is now fopportcd.by her zeal to fave me ; 
But on my 4eath, the quicknefs of her fpirit 
Will work like latent fire within her heart, 
A flow confumer of her wafting frame. 
It is her fate that wounds mc— for my own 
Is but the fliorteft and moft eafy paflage ^7 

From earthly trouble to celefUal joy. •. .• 

It is the fancy of the vulgar mind 
That fooliflily arrays the dreaded form 
Of fudden death in vifionary horrors : 
Believe me, Spencer, in the month juft paft, 
The tranfient ficknefs of my lovely hoy ■ 
Prels'd harder on my heart, and more difturb'd 

The 



The native calmnefsc/'roytveni^Tir, • - • 

Than my near profp^ftT'Of the ready fcaffdd. ^ ■■ ■■■ 

r.L' ;S'V E NCJE-R. ." ' 

Yet, my dear Lord, jt'Jvidvf' with aweful wonder 

The firm ferenity- «ffout y©a fhcv^ 

On this hard teft of human fortftude I ". . . - " 

./•*''; R u s's'e t. ■-: .-^ I* '. .1. 

Refled, my friend, that -iny imprifohment ' . - - 
Has made the fearful image- of my fate 
Familiar to my thought::' It isfurprize . 
That gives to Death his "fiiciftwappalling power ; «. -' - 
To the clear eye of-guiitiefo Contemplation ' ^ ■ - 
That gloomy fpedire gf^#8 a gotg^ous heraldi J- ^ >- 
Whofe trumpet founds the triumph of the foul^ 
And fpeaks its entrance on the ftage of glory. 
How grand I how pregnant with delight and wonder, 
Muft be the change of fcchc froni earth to heaven I — 
What if a mortal, who'Md-^afs'-d his days 
In the dim cavto'of a-'ridiioustoihe,''--'-^' - - "'->■ 
Worn with hard toil, where health-annoy itig vapoui^ - - 
Vext and cbnftranded 'hii irtperfeft fenfe ;^ ^ ' - 
If fuch a mortari&icJeiSff wcVe%id ^'^^^''^ -'-'J - : ^^'^^ ^^'' 
''■'■'^ Uu On 



3ao L ORD R H S 8 EL: . 

On the bright fummk dif a lofty hilV ^ ' - 

To tafte the biimf fwwftn^fs d£ tlie:(toqim, . - ^- : 

And, for the firft time, fee the rtfing fun 

Array this fair and fihilingeifth idvall," 

The radiant lovelinefs of fbrnjaod iQ^lour If-r* . 

O Spencer I if I felt for fejf alone, > ' ■ . 'l : ' : • " ; 

This period, deem'd the iajddeft of ftiy life, 

Could only fill my mind with heavenly j<^; 

But for my mourning fiiendi^ and nidftfoii heir* .' . 

Whofe faithful love has many years to weep, : 

My faltVing heart— now giv^it ftrehgth,.^OQd Helyeftl. 

For even now its hai-dcft trkl c'OJU^rr- » - . ; ;> 

My Rachel, ih the anguUh of.defpair^ ;,' -n .^ ; ;; i 

Returns to tkkt a long dnd l4ft fat'ieWell* '' : . 

■■■■': ■ ric '.):))■ '.::: . ; .: : ^'li.'/. , i '.;. 
Unter. Lady RufleL 

LatBy Rug*«x. ...- .. , ,j ; 

Dear Ruflel, I renounce illufive[h9|pe I ^- / ^.^ 
And now muft teach my weaknefs-.toii^Cbitt.. 
The hqavieft load of mifery that evef • 
Fell on the bleeding heart of iielpiffe ^ppx^ \-r->-^ : . ^ r 
The King denies thee, what th^ b^^ f^foit;,.^;., . .r . - 

A&s 
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Afks not in vaiiiythie^ierpite-of aidijr. ■ 
Could'ft thou bcHeve it? h€. and jfalvage York ,.; 
Are now, likeialood-honnds, copfie to hunt thfe hence, ^ 
And drive thee to thyi death I they but allow mt - . 
A few (hort minutes, in xlaft embrace v'l ;. ' 

To clafp, to blefs, aiid partivith :thee for «ver I ; ; . . ' . 

Then may we part as we.iiav35,iivi'd, my Rachd, 

In the pure dignity iof p^i-fe<S| iove, ' \! rj '^^ 

Unftain'd by weaknefsl ' ^i. . , . A:;:.'.. 

•; i Elp not dread my tears ; • 

They cannot fali to frtplt thy- manly firmaefs, :'i 
For Heaven iiiis He^'d me>for this aweful houfr -- • •; ' 

Thou dear angdicfpiritli'titiiiom thfit 

That I have learnt tfcie :-trucft fortitude J 

A courage built upotiia^ heavenly ba^M,— 

O gracious Bettij^l agtrhaiu^ gaidi^uc v- ic t 

Through fourteen yaawi of ^tivo -dofneflid^jirs^' ' - 

The beft arid rareft-of tkj^ ^' to- man, ' ^- 

Accept, as tribute for t^iy^blkfllfigfii^i^j" n I I » 

•' '^ U u 2 Our 
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Our meek fubmifllQa in.this tryiog hour 
Of thy more dreadful pleafure Ir—at thy call . 
I yield my guiltlefs life, nor would decline 
To die for having ftruggled to prefcrvc 
Thy pureft worfhip in my native land. . " 
O that my blood might .quench that fatal torch 
Of barbarous SuperftitLon, which begins 
To ihed once more its fanguinary glare 
Over this frighted ifle I Might Ruffel prove 
The laft to perifli by oppreflive power, . . . . 1 
And the bafe fentence of perverted law I— 
Fall not my blood on the paifguided men 
Whofe fury ftieds it I— As I triiely p^rdp^ . " 
My ruthlefs enenaies, fo, Heaven I may'U thou. . 
Take to the charge of thy heart-Jxealing mercy 
This my chief carc> this, .diearcftj £aft concern . 
Of my departing foul, this fpotlcfs woman I 

Let not thy fears fof nje, m;^ geaerdus RuiRl:] 
Too fondlji' agitate thy fibeHag mind:^ 
The gracious Power whq bleft us in. each. other„ 
Will notj 1 know, abandots utterly : . ; 
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An urfoffending, weak, afflided woman, 

Dear to fo pure a fpirit, fandified 

By the kind prayers of an expiring martyr ! 

R U S S E L. 

My Love I I will not to thy care commend 
Thy little orphans ; for an angel's fight 
Cannot in tender vigilance furpafs 
The anxious mother, who furvives to fhield 
The infant pledges of our chafte afFedion ! 
No, let me prefs a charge upon thy memory, 
Where I moft fear thy failure, thy dear felf ; 
Regard thy precious health, as the pofTeflion 
That I enjoin thee to preferve and cherifli. 

L A D Y R u s S E L, 

Thou guide and guardian of thy Rachel's life I 
Though the dark grave muft hide thee from my eyes. 
Thy gentlenefs, thy love, thy truth, thy virtues. 
Will flill, like faithful and prote&ing fpirits. 
Be ever prefent to my thought, and give 
My gricf-dejeded mind new power to rear 
The little idols of my widow'd heart. 

U U 3 RUSSEL. 
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R U S S B L. 

They will Have aH, that youth requires, m thee ; 

The gentle frifend^'the fond j. yet firm; direiaor, 

Whofe fieady kindnefsy and vevct^d peffedlion. 

Makes difeipline delight : their minds from thme: 

May copy all the virtue* ; chiefly twoy 

Of prime dittind^ion,. Truth and Fbrtitude^ 

The pillars, of all human excellcitcc I— 

I blcfs thee now for many years of fondntfi j 

But mod for that fublimity of love,. 

Which has (tifdaia d to^ make ihj fate more bitter 

By abjeA vam eomplaints and weak'ning tears*. 

Lady R its ass. 
Refram,, I pray you j from this tendbir praife ;, 
it will o'erthrow^ tbe firmnefi you commend,, 
And Vakea all the woman m^ my bofom* 

R u » s E c. 
Dear Rachel I as tof hoy approaches manhood^ 
Teach him to look upon his iM:het^6 d^th^ 
Rather as noble than. unfortunate I 
Tell him, that, dying by no juft" dfectieftj 
I deemed it filiU a happinefs tliat H^vea 
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Made me a native of tbfc generous iflO) 

Which, though noW darken*d by a traniiefit clou^, 

Is doomed, I trufi, to be the radiant throne 

Of fettled Liberty and ftedfaft Faith 'r 

Early infufe into his youthful fpirit. 

As the fure gf©tind-work of all manly Virtue,^ 

A fenfe of civil and i'eligious freedom ; 

Give to his pliant mind true Englifh temper, 

Teach him to fear no Being but his God, . > 

And to love nothing earthly more than Englancl. 

Enter fin Attendant. . 

A T T E N D. A N T... , 

My Lord', the ofiicers.1 ^ . . ; . . i 

. R a. s.s E u. 
They; ihall not wait, 

^ A A Y R U 8 S B U 

Bihuman haffe I — Do thoa, great Qod I: pfoportion. 
The patience of thy fervantfein.diikcfe. . , 
To the infernal malice, of thmt io^\ .-. ' 
Since thy unqueftiohabk will permits 
Sudiinnodeace to periih on the fcaffold, 

7 Send 
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Send the mod foothing of thy heavfihlyfpiritS' j i 
To wait unfeen upon the dyiiig oiartyr I .' ■:-.:,'.. , - 
Take from this hideous form of Violent Pcatir ^'.'i. 
His horrible attendants, Pain and Anjguifli I 

R u s s E L. 
O my kind Love! that quick iindreaded flroke, :: . ; 
So foon to fever this frail mortal ffatne. 
Is but a feather's printlefs tpuch, compar'd ; ; , _ 

To this my deepeft wound, whii?h,no^ I feel / ' -^ 
In tearing thus my; faithful heart from thine I . • ' 
Each moment that we linger but increafes 
Our mutual pangs j then take in this embrace 
My lateft benedidion ! . ; . ' 

Lady Russbl -- :/.::;J: 

O, farewell I 

RUS-S^EL. 

Yet a laft kifs I— and for our little ones, 
Bear thou to-each this legacy of love I - i.. ! . .;.; 

Now we muft part I— Farewell I -- ; : *!. : 

Lady Russel. 

Farewell for ever I ; . 
: :^: .[itAf//LadyRTiffil, 
\ Russel. 
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R U S S E L. 

Spencer ! the bitternefs of death is paft, 

And thou haft nothing more to fear for Rufiel ! 

Then quit him, thou kind friend, and be thy care 

Devoted to the precious charge he leaves : 

I pray attend that dear unhappy mourner ; 

Place her within my gentle fifter's arms, 

And footh their mutual forrovv ! Tell my father, 

I {hould have wifliM to clafp his hand once more, 
But that I fear'd to fhock his feeble age. 

Spencer. 
Grief, my dear Lord, denies me utterance 
Of all that I would fay ! — Farewell I my tears 
And prompt obedience will, I truft, to you. 
Though mute interpreters, explain my heart. 

R U 8 S £ L* 

Yet flop I— Thy Ruflel has now done with time, 

That heavy load to foolifh Indolence, 

But aftive Probity's prolific treafure ! 

Take then this fmall memorial of efteem, 

This little igdex of the pafling hours ; 

For thou haft wifdom to improve their value, 

X X And 
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And I am entering on eternity. ' 

[Ghing hii watch to Sfieotf^U 
Stay not for thanks I follow thy weeping charge j 
Haftcn to her fuppart ; and Heaven reward thee ! 

[Exit Spencer; 
R u 9 s E I. '(kneeling.) 
Thou only perfc<ft and unfailing Source 
Of all ferenity, all ftrength, all power. 
In thy frail fuppliant man! thou gracious God { ' i 

I blefs thy mercy, which in bittcreft aoguifh * " • 
Has fortified my foul, and now difpels 
All fearful hurry from my even thoughts I 
O comfort thou thofe kind and tender beiogr. 
To whom my death muft prove a lafting Wound ! 
Grant me to pafs roy little refiduc 
Of clofing life with cheafful conilancy. 
And take my willing fpirit to thy bolbm ! 

Enter Cavcndifh. 

Cavendish. 
Allow me, thou bleft martyr 1 once again . 
To prefs thy hand, to bathe it with roy tears^ 

5 And, 
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And, in this agony of greedy forrpw, 

Catch from thy .lips the laft comnA^nd of fricnd£hipl 

. R V s s x.x..^ 
My faithful Cavendi(|;i ! 3^ h^v^but, one,. . . / 

One wifli t^ utter that relates to earth ; 
And to thy truth I truft for. its con^pletion : 
Dying, I charge thee, by the love thou beareft 
To Ruflel's honor and our .country's '\yelfare^^ , 
Quell, in the hcaxts of all who may lamept me,. 
The frantic painpn to (levengc -my d;eath ! . • 
Wilt thou be mindful of thi^.laft injundioa? . 

If I negliBaoije:^iaa^e,;9f fhy.vir.l^e,.. ,,.•.,,...-, 
May Heaven, ta punifli. nie,.take .from fjiy. foul ,j ..... 
The dear temerabrance of; our a;nity I .. ,, j .. . 

'Tis well : — thy promiiJb ends my o^ly fear. 
Farewell, my gallant^, generous bpfpm-friefid I 
Farewell! — ftill think me living in my children, . ' . 
Still in their little frames enibj^ajge thy RuAel I 

[Ru^..<%/?rf^ ^U$^ after ajkort paufe returns. 

X X 2 . R U S S E t. 
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" R U S S EL. - ' ■ 

One thing there is that yet I vri(h to fay, . 

CAVtNDISH. 

O fpeak I for e\'€ry accent of thy voice 
Pierces my bread, and all thy words fliall live 
Graven as laws on, my retentive heart 1 

Ru s s E L. 
Friend of my youth, I have for many years 
Held a prime place within thy noWebofbmj ' 
And ftudied all its rich and rare perfedions^ ' 
The radiant virtues in fair order marflialVd 
Beneath the guidance of prefiding Honor : 
I*ve feen thee full of high and glorious thoughts- 
Towards this world; but pardon: -if f fay," 
That thy brave mind, to me, has feem'd to fall 
In homage to the foveteignty t)f -Heaven* 

Cave n diuit. 

• • • . 

Thou godlike monitor! in fuch a moment " • 

,:..:r • ■ • . •■• '> . r- 

To feci for my offences F " 

KUSSEL. 

Do not wonder -J 
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At the calm temper or thy <lying friend ; 

Ufe thy own fpbtlefs and exalted fpirit 

To commune more with Heaven, and thou wilt find 

The blefled habit of confidering 

That we are adling in our Maker's eye, 

Arms the unflirinking fowl for every fcene. 

Weigh welt the powers of fimplc piety, 

Make it the key-ftone in thy arch of virtue. 

And it will keep that graceful fabric firm, 

Though all the ftorms of fortune biirft upon iu 

Yet farther would I prefs this counfcl to thee, 

But time forbids m6. — Once again, farewell ! 

Long be thy life, and crbwiiM with every bleffing. 

Till in its peaceful clofewe meet ia heaven. fExrf^ 

Cavendish. ' » 

Smiling he's gone to triumph: o'er Oppreflion 
By brave endurance I while roy voice, fufpended 
By anguiih, love, and wonder, wanted povver 
To breathe one laft adieu !— ^While yet he lives, 
I cannot bear to be divided fronfi hinii : 
No, I will follow— t will fondly gaze 
Gn the dear model.ofcQnfummate virtue . 

E'en 
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E'en to his lateft moment ; I will fee 
His heavenly patience meet thp mur4'rpus" axe; - 
I will behold his dcath^ though jiiti the fight,. ;; ; 
My tortur'd eyeftrings burftwith agony^; • - • - f^Exif. 
Enter York with an Officer.' 

At length I have prevail'd I — the traitor dies. 
Spite of the weakncfs in my wavering brother. 
This is indeed an hour of eicult^ioa, | 
To all the friends of our trpe ancient faith 
This public fall of her arch cae'my • 
Is a fure om^n that fhe foon will rife 
In all her gorgeous. pomp bC:^4e« time, 
Att'd from the turb^lefnce of -h^rcfy'- : . 
Clear this recovered iflc. .. : 

: ■ ' G>»'ic-er; . ; - 

Her"fiij?eft Jiopc * 

Lives in the fpirit. of. your Highnfifs'. zeal.. . / 

.;• ..: . - •• •Yo4r.-= ■■■:...:• ' . • ' V- 

. Yet this infidious Ruffel isfo dfcar;' 
To the deluded vulgar, Iftill ^read 

A ftruggle for his r^cuf l-irrrSayi ro/ friend, 

Haft 
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Haft thou arrang*d our private partizans ' 
At proper intervals to guard the fcaffold". 
And keep the gaping multitude in awe, ' < ■ '■ 
Thofe refty knaves, who, in this fadious land, 
Are ever ready to engage in riot. 
And hazard life for every bold impoftor, ' • * 
. Or fubtle demagogue who raves on freedom ? 

' ' O F P I C E R« 

Fear not, my Lord I the voice-of loud Sedition 

Will hardly dare to breathe-a fingle murmur ' :.. -. 

Upon her idoFs fall.' 

York. '■ - - - - > 

And haft thou fettled "• - ^1 

A clear fucceflion of immediate fignals. 
Which may, as Ruilel drops, tranfport to me . 
A quick affurance that his head is off ? 

Officer, 
Your Highnefs, in the minute of its fall. 
Will be appriz'd *tis fallen by the ibund 
Of fifes now ftation*d in this armoury.* <.■'..■- 

York, - 

'^Tis well ; my trufty friend, I thank thy care : 

I cannot 
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I cannot reft till I am fatisfied .... 
The heretic has loft all power to hurt us. 

B E ix F o R D (entering, in extreme hafle.) 
Yet pardon, yet preferve him, princely York I , 
I know thy word is able to fufpend 
The lifted axe« . . ' 

Y o B. K. 

Away, thou weak old man I 

Bedfo.&d. ...,-- 

Spurn not my prayer I its object is thy peace 

Not lefs than mine : by all thy trembling hopes 

Of future greatnefs and fecure dominion, 
Hafte thou to jnatch him from impending fate 1 
If, in thefe moments of extreme defpair, • 
Thy pity faFcs my fon, thou wilt appear 
As the bright delegate of heavenly mercy J 

\lT>e Jifes found. 
York. 
Away ! the found thou heareft is a fignal 
That the juft rigor of the law has fallen 
Upon his flniih'd life. 

B£ D F.O.RP* 
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,, ; B.E D FORD. 

Ofnyiloft child!-: 

But he IS happy in the fellp^^wthip, . 
Of faints, who to his higher purity 
Pay blefled hqq[>age--his dclker d fpiffp 
Gives a new inj^lfe to my lifelefs he^rt: ' 
His fuiTerings all are en^ed^ but thisjhour. 
Which fees them clofe, for;thce, releatleis York I 
Beholds a tr^;o£(kfkcalaT]|xitie$j, 

The fpreading o%ifi^g of ;% a.u^ty^ , ; 

Kife into being 1 ...-,..: . ... 

rt;/r(: L ni.Oo, Jfi^ife, ol^ W?,. . ,:^- ,.,,.\ ,^ . 
To hear thej-fiYA$®s,^rfJiflB<3)e^fse. , , ,^ ,. , ^, 

*Tis not the frenzy^pf ^^.^piji pld.ipan , 

That now procl^ ^YifSfft ^^.W^MtP^f : :...: •< 
Rufliing through ffyjJ[tleltL.j|5}oQ^|tp..^y.de{^udio,n! • 

It is thc:^rM<g'mi%m^J<^-'.,:.j../ . ... ..• . 

^-i'|ie for a moment leaves the heavenly choir, 

Y y (Whofe 
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(Whofe ready harps fliall uflicr htm to glory) 
To drown a father's angiiifti ini this vifion 
Of foul-poffefling prefdencc ! — yes, 'tis he 
Who now prefents to mj aflonifkM eyfe 
Thefe crowding images I— I fee thee now, 
Infatiate York \ invefted with that crown 
For which thy barbarous anibition panted j 
I fee it fall from thy unkingly head, 
Shaking with fear's vile palfy ! — in thy^t&tioi 
I fee thee fue, imperious, aojcA Ipifit 1 ''J 

To the infulted Bedford, but in vain. / 
Thy power, that higheft truft of Heaven, abus'd, 
Pafles from thee I The cruel blood-ftain'd tyrant 
Wanders a wretched exile I This wrong'd ifland 
Emerges from the darknefs of Oppreffion!-^ - ^ 
Hail, fcenes of triumph to all Englidi hearts ! 
Hail, thou bright feftival of fettled Freedom ! 
I fee and blefs thy firm eflaMifliment* 
And hark I the juftice of a patriot king, 
Uniting with a grateful nation's voice. 
Turns the bafe fentence of roj murder'd Ruflcl 



To 



A T R A G E D Y. 347 

To a fair recotd of iroul*foothing honor, 
And hails me glorious in my matchlefs Ton I 

Enter Cavendifli. 

Cavendish. 
*T& paft, my Lord 1 I have beheld him feal 
A life of virtue with a death of glory I 

Bedford. 
And thou canft tell tne, dying, he. appear*d» . r 
£*en as he liv*d, a model to mankind I > 

Cavendish. 
Never did martyr with more lovely grace 
Part from a world un\yorthy to poilefs him I 
To the furrounding^ crowd he mildly {poke - » 

A few {hort words of pardoa to his foes, , 
With fervent beaedidibn to his cpimtry ; 
Commending to the hearts of all who heard him, 
A love of peace and purifl&d religion; 
Then with a chearful readinpfs i^ivited 
The ftroke of death ! I fa^V the unhappy man, 
Who with a trembling. ijrm lifted the axe • » • 

0*er his unfhaken>idimj,: in hds tremor 
. : ' Y y 2 Meafuring 
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Meafuring the neclrto flrike-'bisevtotbloiW $ 

I fsLw him raze thi Mn I aod\ia' tbatroiiQQieiH > . ; ;. 

The cheek of RufTel held its native hue 

Unblanc'^d with fear V- — it wis a fight to tura 

The grief of friendftiip'to Idblatry \ ^ > 

And your patettKlPft>fi6^^ ink>^i4e ! i'^- ' ' •- ?• '•" = * ■ " 

Dear Cavendifh I I will- not ^wb«iid-his fpirit. 
His gallant fpirrt;'bji tmiitentjr moutnlng-:- - - i. ;..\ 
. No^ I have pride, fiictt = pride aiHeairtJn ftpproffes-j »- -. 
Not would I now exchange my murder'd R^iTel 
For any living foil inirChnftendoml ^> • i> ..' 

Biefs this fond fifttl^&'bftlic EngUrk fjflliot-* ■•': 

It penetrates and dhEarstmy'acJftBl^'iiearc.-^ ••' . i / 

Come, my dear liotiJ, let us- retire f^om he»ce,i 

To foothe yet fonder forrow,^ weeping nour . '> 

In fcenes which he Has halloM?^d by his'Carjc^ .. - 

In his paft days of fociaF hraplprneis r :;./..: 

There let us fit, and ftffl Avith fad delight 

Talk o'er his numcrotiij vktucs ! they fhall. be 

The theme of everyiBhgte J and, ages' hcnoc,. r :! •v>'i: 

'^' " ' ' : ^ atiir 
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Still fix the love of every EnglifL fpirit f 
Then, if the voice of Learning would compare 
What rich Antiquity and Modern Time 
Have Teen of public virtue, while the hand 
Of Glory juftly in her balance throws 
The gather*d worthies of the Fagaii world, 
England fhall boaft her own fuperior wealthy 
And poife the rival fcale with Ruikrs name i 
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MAUSOLEUM^ 



ACT I. 

S C E N E I. 

Carey and Frances. 

Frances. 
RAY temper with patience your warm indignation, 
And treat with more mercy my tender relation : 
Becauie with your paflions her whims interfere, 
To her foibles, dear Carey, you*re grofsly fevere. 

Carey. 
My patience, fweet Frances, I own is exhaufted : 
She will wed the firft fuitor by whom fhe's accofted, 

Z z Though 
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Though in widowhood's dainty vagaries, her pride 
Fofbidslier fair coufm to fhiiie as a" bride V 
And keeps us, my Love, from that altar away, 
Where Hymen with juftiee Vjipbfaids our delay. 
But, in noble contempt of your unfettled dower, 
Let Hi feijje gn the blif^ that is plac'd iq^ qyr power \^ 
Ahd, if fuoh artfol vai^iHes yield Iwr reUof, * -. - 

Leave my Lady to play off frefh fountains of grief. 
While we, my fweet gii+f-iMrfs onr-happier youth 
In delights that are hallow'd by Nature and Truth : 
Though my inconje is fmafk^ with your prudent ^iredion. 
Dear Fanny—— 

"Frances. 
Vxsl pleaa*d w^th this prodf x>f afiedion : 
Yet before we our union, dear Qarey, complete, 
A& ypjur loye is, fa ettjent — \%%v>mp ^.e. difj;«ct* ^ n .'r 
No bpj^eft retura q£ i;egax;d flw.uW \ feel> . -. . . 

Could I fuficr yowjf hearty .iai^s,g^Bkerqu?.zeM< : . - 
To abandqj)^ % portion your bride 0ioul4 obtain,. 
And hazard by hurry what patience will gain. 
*Tis unlucky, my coufin,. Sit Sinipn, iofgot. 
To Specify what he defign'd ^s n)y4Qt:- 

10 . But 
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But I know this ottii^dii) by which t ^tm left| 

At her Lady{hip*s mercy, df fortune bereft, 

Was the work of Old Vellum^ whofe forefight &nd flciU 

Were employ*d fo#1iimfclfi when he made the Knigh^^ 

will. 
Vet her X^adyHiip fays, that ttify coufin toM her 
The fum that he mtaht upon me to confer} 
And though (he dckys, ftota a delicate whim^ 
Left our marriage (hould fecm d^frefpe^ful to htm— i-* 

C A R B Y* 

Good God ! my de&t Famxy, how can you defend hdr t 
To refinement and feith fli6*s dn dmpty pfetendct. 
Have nrot twelve ni^tb^ eiapd*^d f^om Sit SiMdir's jhteN 

ment'^ 
Vet her forrow fttit M^Mcs" m ludic^otM fitt&cnt t 
Theittgh ^ farce of ker grief, sti otl fi i^s- M^^ di ^)tf « 
Is addrefs'd to the living much more tltlEii^.thie dead i 
And her vitHtty nleiaasv though ffie pns^s hot pelf. 
To keep you unmarried,- ^d toftr^ herfelf* 

Indeed you iMiifeke dihdr Ifiju'mlefi idten^ 

8h« will certainly give me the fortune fhe mentions j 

Z as 2 j kno^ 
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1 know hef kind heart) and Its pure inclindUon« 

C A R,E y. 
Say rather, we know her abfurd affeftation ; 
And as for your portion, my dear, I as foon 
Shall expedl an eftate to drop out of the moon, 
As to fee you receive from my Lady a (hilling; 
Allowing, indeed, that her heart may be williijg^ i 

She foon will have nothing, I fear, to beftoWj^ 
Saprofufe is fhe grown in her whimfical woe* .•• ; 

On the new Maufoleum what fums does fhe waftel 
That fantaftical fabric of barbarous tafte j . ... , , 
Where all decorations that art can devife, 
To adorn the proud tpmbs of the valiant and wi{e» . 
Are mix*d o*er the bones of a fimple old cit, 
Who difplay'd not a Iparkle of valor or wit ;^ - . , 

Who though ric]i,;pa{s'd, I think^. with, fmal^ .co^jQ^ft 
■ thr9ugh life, . » -r. ' 

A mere flave to the whims of his high- blooded wife*', 

F R A K C E S» J 

That prepofterous vault I have view'd with concern I 
And have cried and have laugh'd o*er Sir Simon/8.nch.uin : 

. , .But 
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But at length, bstving ftudy'd her Lady'Aip^ trinij 

And loving her ?artuc in fpite.of-hep whim,. ' 

Tve a fcheme,!tKat, I Aink, whhfliccefs-willbe crown*<}, 

On this folly itfcirhtecorreAion' to found ;• 

By indulging :heiii»iW6,. that foible to bamfii, •' -"^ 

And make. all her/Wdtffnful.abfUi^dity vknifh. . ^ ^' 

• C A R-B Y, 

To your juiclgincnti deat FaiMiy, I' often- Aibmit, . 
And much could I hdjxefrom your goodnefs and wit; - 
Yet I think! you canVmake^ in her youth V^gjddy feafoii,. 
Such a:vainiwanton w^idowa creaturiC'of rearfon^ '/■ '•■ '• 

You judges of inattirej and lords of ^creation;* - -t r,:: . 

Hqwe'er you pretend to profound fpecuIatimkjV ■: 

Are exceedingly apt your wife feltes to deceive 

In the judgments yofu'pa6. on the daughters of Bve j,: . 

And moft when you reckon, in every tfanfadion, . .. i 

One indelicate foible their fble (pring of adtion. 

My Ladyr^Tophia'yov. greatly miftake ; 

By nature fl^efs. neither a prude nor. a>rake: - ' 

Atuj^rdieiitjM owh^ (he appears'tdodemuft;' c : 

But though her heart*s tender^ htt bofom is pure: 

To 
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To a ftropg ttaderftanding (he makes no pretenc^, 
But has man/ mild virtiits^ and does not want fenfb i ' 
One foible alone has overclouded her mind, - 

The foible of feemiog fupremely refinM : 
But if I fucteed, this flight fault (he vrill mend, 
And you^U find her a wordi/ agreeable fiiiend. 

Caret. 
You may fay of her purity what you think fiCy 
But her cafe onC fpecilic alone will adniit;. 
^Ueve me, whenever a young widow's fo prim, 
And by qimtA aSet^tion fo c]raiiiB|>*d in each, iiml^ 
A new hufband alone, 1^ his plistnt embrace, 
Can feftore her lbrch*d £^mta its natural grace r' 
Is this, my £nc Qnask I the new ncAnsm yooVe got t 

Indeed you ihan*i hear any past of my plot, 
Till I know its:f«:cc&- 

' ■ C A-a-Kicv' ■-'. ' ' . '■..' •■•• • 

Ah f my dear^v Fixi afriaicE). \ '. 
This is feme coyi de»icc:myf«queft:t««Tadc,- ^ 
And to keep the wifli*d day oS our wedding fHli.difkuit& 

1^ i in truth, by the aid of a fecret afHftant, 

Vvt 
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I*ve a plan of great moment in nJgh agitation, 
Which may happily end all.our various vexation : 

» r < • • • • 

Allow me three' ^ys for its perfeft digeftion. 
And if in that ti'me yoti will aik me no qneftion, 
I promife thenceforth, without murmur or ftrifc. 
To obey your commands for the reft of my life. 

C A R B Y. 

I gladly fubfcribe to this bargain of biifs; 

So allow me to feal the kind bond with a kifs ! . • 
Remember, three days ; I can't add a day more, •- 
And fhall fancy thofe three in duration threefcore. 

Frances. 
O they -11 pafs very quick :-^much amus'd you will be 
With the three rival Bards whom to-day we fhall fee; 
To whom my fad coufin oblig'd me to write 
For fepulchral infcriptions in praife of her Knight: 
They have fent each an epitaph hither before *em, 
And are coming themfelves with all (blemn decorum. 
As each, without conteft, expc As here the laurel. 
On her Ladyfhip*s judgment they*!! probably quarrel: 
As you know the whole^roup, you muft wait oa the choir. 
To foothe the irafcible fons of the Lyre. 

Carey, 
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Care y. 
As to Facil and Trope, if they're hurt, 1*11 engage 
That one glance of your eyes will eztingulHi their rage? 
You will find them two chearful and good-hunxourM lads^ 
And, whether their Pegafus gallops or pads, 
It will pleafe me, I own, if her Ladyfhip^s fancies 
May tend to recruit their declining finances : 
But for fplenetic Rumble, who, grandly abfurd. 
Never fpeaks without ufing a fix-footed word, 
I care not how much he is mortified here. 

Pot AN CBS. 

But the length of his words hits her Lady{hip*s ear, 

C A Jl £ Y« 

His ftiff phrafes indeed may accord with her forrow, 
Yet his fpleen will infult her ere this time to-morrow ; 
For often he'll call, with quaint arrogant vanity. 
Every head hut his own the abode of inanity : 
Becaufe a great author's defeats he has caught. 
He vainly pretends to hisivigor of thought ; 
Though, on fimilar grounds, he as w^ll might fuppofe, 
TJiat, becaufe fome dark fpots may be feen on his noib, 

His 
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His face has the luftre and force of the fun. 

Frances. 
In our chorus of Bards I am glad he is one. 
For Vm curious, I own, the ftrange elf to funrey ; 
Though I*m rather afraid of his wife, who, they fay. 
Reads all the rough verles her hufband has penn*d, 
Till (he ftuns every ear /he can tempt to attend. 
She*s to come with her Poet. 

C A ?L E y. 

I fancy they're here. 
For I thkik Yvc the hum of his rhymes in my car. 

Frances. 
No, no ; *tis her Ladyfhip, mightily iinitten 
With the high-founding epitaph Rumble has written* 

Enter Lady Sophia (reading), 

Laby Sophia. 
^^ This doleful domicile of duft contains 
^' Sir Simon Sentiment's inert remains ; 
** Though Death's cold ftrokc infrigidate his frame^ 
'^ Commerce i^founds his emporetic name< 



.*) 



3 A Ah, 



362 T H E MAUSOLEUM: 

Ah, my friends, here is verfe truly grand and pathetic I 
How exceedingly fine is the word cmporetic ! — 
Why, Carey ! you Teem quite untouch*d by its beauty j 
Of friendftiip, I fear, you forget the laft duty : 
You two giddy creatures, though both tender-hearted^' 
Think more of yourfelves than of my dear departed.. 

Carey, 
As your Ladyfhip chufes to prefs me fo hard, 
I confefs, though his memory ftill I regard, 
That my thoughts frofm Sir Simon will frequently roam j 
And I hope, when you've deck'd his funereal dome^ 
Your Lady{hip*s mind may, by Nature's diredion, 
Affume a more lively and chcarful complexicoii ; : «, >! 
That you'll mix once again— ^^. ' . ^ ■ " '• , 

LadySophia, 
•\" • ' )■ ■ N^er,'Girey^i-no, never! 
No time from his grave my devotion fliall fever ; 
In my eye the fond tear of remembrance fhaUf^imi ' 
And each figh of iny foul fhall be iacred.to him I 

C Ak,E;Y, '. 

Confider, dear Madam J- that cuftom and reafon . . 
Prefcribe to our forrows a natural feafon ; 

You 
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You have mourn'd like a model of conjugal truth, 
Now attend to the claims of your beauty and youth ; 

In the bloom of your graces 

Lady Sophia. 

Hold, hold, you wild thing I 
In your fancy, I find, grofs ideas will fpring ; 
^Tis the fault of you men ; — ere I chaften'd his mind, 
My Sir Simon himfelf to that failing. inclin'd : 
But I taught him to change the loofe laugh of futility, 
For the fweet melting tear of refin'd fenfibility, 
Till through his mild frame fuch pure tendernefs ran — 
To fuch delicate foftnefs I brought the dear man — 
He would weep o'er the withering leaf of i rofe, 
And fmile at the thorn though it wounded his nofe.— • 
Ah, my gentle Sir Simon 1. 

Frances. 

Indeed, he was fuch, 
That your thoughts cannot dwell on his image too much» 

Lady Sophia. 
Your foothing, kind fympathy charms me, my dear : 
I now truft you will wait till the end of next year ; 

3 A t! Nor 
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Nor with Hymen*s feftivity, grofs and indecent, 
Profane our chafte forrow, Co graceful and recent. 

Carey (afide to Frances). 
How can you fo flatter her curft afledation ? 
Between you Vm really half mad with vexation. 

Lady Sophia. 
As you, my good girl ! with fuch feeling attend. 
When o*er the dear tomb of Sir Simon I bend, 
That your thoughts may not roam when our duty we pay 
To that mod precious piece c^ inanimate clay. 
That you may not omit o'er his a(hes to figh, 
In confidering what wedding-cloaths you muft buy, 
I've determin*d, my dear, as I think it your due. 
To refign all my coloured apparel to you $ 
To wear it again I indeed am unable. 
And on earth while I linger my garb fhall be (able. 

[Speaking to a Servant behind tbefceneJ] 
Jenny, bring in the cheft that I bid you prepare. 

F R a N c K s (afide to Girey). 
What d*yc think of this lingular prefent ? 



C are Y. 

O rare I 



Her 
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Her crifis is coming, without much delay ; 

There might have been doubts bad fbc fix*d upon grey: 

But a vow to wear black all the reft of her life 

Is a ftrong indication Ihe'll foon be a wife, 

[Two Servants iring in a large Cheji^ 
Lady Sophia /^/o Frances). 
I have told you, my dear, that, refin*d in my joy, 
The array of afie£iion I ne'er could deftroy : 
Thefe are garments unfoil'd, that I beg you to take, 
Thus preferv*d for the conqueft they help'd me to make. 
In the fwcet days of courtihip thefe garments I wore, 
Vain memorials of pleafure that now is no more 1 
Of thofe dear days of triumph you'll now fee the trophy, 
When Sir Simon firft calFd me angelical Sophy :«-» 
The fond recolle^on fubdues my ibft breaft 1 

Frances. 
Dear Madam, forbear then to open the cheft I 

Lady Sophia. 
No, no, my good girl ; I wiU fliew you the whole, 
And how colours ezprefs'd various fhades in my foul \ 
In foft variegation I vied with the dove. 
And revcal*d by my drefs th^ gradations of love. 

Here 
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Here is, firft, a cold brown — in this gown I was nice, 
And repell'd my warm fwain with the chillnefs of ice ; ' 
But growing more foft, in this azure attire 
• I allow'd him with hope to enliven defire ; 
In this pale lilach luteftring he found me relent ; 
And this rofe-colour'd filk was the blufh of confent. 

O I ne'er fhall forget— 

G E R R A R D (entering). 

Would your Ladyfhip chufe 
To receive Mr. Rumble ? 

Carey. 

The Bard and his Mufe ! 
Lady Sophia. j 

No, not for the wealth that's below the.chaile moon> 
Till I meet all the Bards in the fable faloon : 
By his fudden arrival I'm fadly confounded, 
And (hould faint if he faw me with colours furrounded ! 
To Mifs Jafper's apartment away with this cheft ;— 
Dear Frances, and Carey,: pr^j Vfaiton my gueft, , 
Till my poor fhatter'd nerves a^e a little compos'd. 
And the frefh-bleeding wound, of my bofom is clqs'd. 
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Stay, Gerrard, — If cards fhould be call'd for to-night. 
Place the new japann'd tables alone in my fight ; 
For the pool of Quadrille fet the black-bugle difli. 
And remember you bring us the ebony fifb. 

[^Exeunt Lady Sophia anti Gerrard* 
Frances* 
What the deuce (hall I do with the wife of the Poet ? 
She may ruin my Ichcmei 'if flie happen to know it : 
She may pry • ■ 

• : f; "i. :- -• Carey. 

• Never fear it I TU venture a wager 
That the rhymes of her hufband will fully engage her s 
You have feen a proud Bantam crow over a pen. 
Where a finall egg has dropt from his. favorite hen. 
He crows, and he, flutters, and ftruts round the yard : . : 
So engrofs'd by her joy is the wife of a Bard j, :•' • : 
And by iimilar buftle attention (he begs. 
And crows o'er her partner's poetical eggs. 
But here come littk Partfet and old Chanticleer. . 
Enter 'Mt, and Mt%, Rumble, 
: . ! • ' C A i E Y» 

Mr. Rumble, Vm happy in feeing you here. 

' ■-:'.■■ Mr»> 
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Mrs. Rumble,— Mifs Jafper ;— you know, Ma'am, her 

brother— 
And you, Ladies, will foon be well known to each other. 

Mr. Rumble. 
Though we meet in the houfe of rcfin'd lamentation, 
In your prefence, I feel. Sir, fome exhilaration ; 
Since I in this fpot as a ftranger appear, 
I rejoice in a friend who domeflicates here. 
My Lady is lodg*d in a fumptuous manfion. 
And I*m pleas'd with her park's evanefcent ezpanfion; 
As my wife has a tafte for the grand and flupendous, 
I am glad I complied with her wifh to attend us. 

Mis s J ASP BR. 
You hare had. Ma am, I hope, an agreeable dde ; 
Our profpeds are pleafant on every^£de, • 
And our roads arc foo good — - 

Mrs. R u m b l'e. 

That you'll wonder to leant 
We were ftopt on our way by an odd <wciturn. 

Miss Jaspsr. 
Indeed ! you furprize me. I hope that no harm 
Has enfued from the accident, (kvc your alarm- 
But how could it happen ? 

Mrs* 
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Mrs. Rumble. 

Sometimes, on the road, 
My dear Mr. Rumble compofes an ode ; 
For he fays, in fuch motion his fancy fhines mod ; 
And all true lyric poets, you know, travel poft ; 
But a chaife-boy, alas I is a fad ignoramus ; 
And the poor honed booby, whofe blunder #*trcame us, - 
Miftook a Pindarical ejaculation 
For a horrible, vulgar, profane execration. 
And, turning to ftare at my dear Mr. Rumble^ 
Drove againft a fteep hillock, which gave us a tumble. 

• MissJa&pbr. 
A moft cruel event I whence, I fear, we may lofe 
The unfortunate fruit of the terrified Mufe : 
*Twa8 indeed moft unlucky I -. . i; = ^. -1 

Mrs. Rumblb* 

Dear Ma*am, not at all : 
Such a genius is not to be crulh'd by a fall ; 
The accident brighten*d his fancy, and on it 
He gallantly gave me an amorous fonnet. 
As I know you love vcrf c 

3B Ma. 
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Ma. Rumble. 

Mrs. Rumble, I vow 
This difplay of my trifles I cannot allow ; 
You for ever miftake, to my endlefs vexatipn^ 
Gay Levity's fpiarklc for Wit's corufcation. 

Mrs. IluMBLft« 
Ah, you dear^ mbdeft man ! in a napkin you*d hide 
The talent my love mud contemplate with pride ; 
As Mifs Jafper> l*m fure, is a lady of tafle> 
^Bhp ihall fee: fomc iWeet things t^iat I pack'd up in ha/lty 
A £c^ fatites and odes— — 

[Takes out an enormous foi^ht-bookfiuffed with papers* 

MlU RlJMBLSi 

! As yciu direa^ ^y di^leafufe^ 
Put up that red volume \ 

What, bury my treafure I 
lodeed I mud read oa& fublime compolitioiu 

Mlt» .R i^MBLE'.; 

Mrs. Rumble f the part (^ 2 Wife is fubioliilioi^.— - 
Silly woman I ta whom for my iins-i ^m yok'id, 

With pulveriz'd gravel you ainu)ft ^e choak'd j 

And, 
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And, fatigu'd with vehicular dilaceration, 

You would murdcf my verfcs by rough recitation* 

M R s, R u M 9 L E. 
No, indeed ; do but hear tne one ftanza tehearfe j 
*Tis my favorite ode* 

Mr« RtJM&t.E. 

A'syougrp'yfoJJ^rverft}, .' .\ 

To preref ve my <)w(i temper from ejoaci^ijbation, 

1 muft thus ilop your (Organs of vocifetation. 

' [Lays bis hand 9H hft lifit 

M R S. RUMJLE. 

Well, my dear, 1 defer it to ^ttne £tter.tifiie^ 

And I Ji^ijGi ithcifwect band that hM* written fuch thymcu 

Mi 8 8 J AS P ER* 

Your connubial .obedience, dear Ma*am, I admire ; ' 

But I'm fure yQut ^tigues ibme rcfreihment require-^ 
Give n)c leave to attend you. 

Mr.8. RUMtiLE* 

' it gives me concern 
To trouble you j Ma^attt ; bdt I liope to return 
Your obliging attftiition, To kind and {blite, 
By a peep at a fatire which .ne*er ikw the light. ' ] 

[Exit Mifs Jafper with Mrs. Rumble. 

3 B 2 C A R £ Y^ 
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Carey. 
Mr. Rumble, youVe bleft ia an excellent wife, 
That fuperlative prize in the lottery of life ;, 
The vow of the altar fhe rifes above. 
And adds admiration to duty and love. >^ 

M R. R U M B L B. 

My wife has, I think, the right feminine nerve : 
Her fex was created to wonder and ferve ; 
As their minds have from nature ix> ponderous powers^ 
They have nothing to do but to venerate ours. 

C A R B Y. 

lie 1 can you eftimate woman fo low ? 

To our fair female authors pray think what- we owe*. 

Mr. R u m b lb.- 

1 cannot read one. Sir, without ofcitatioar 
They don't underftand antithetic vibration ; 
Their ideas have nothing of height and profundity^. 
Their conceptions want vigor, their periods rotundity ; 
Their truth is too ftale, or too feeble their fidiion,. 
And I cannot endure their anomalous didioa : 

But enough of thefe garrulous wafters'of ink — 
Iter Ladyihip likes my infcription, I think ; 

That 
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That lugubrious poem no critic {hall garble, 

And, I truft, you can fhew it me graven on marble. 

Carey. 
It would plcafe me to give you that pleafure, dear Sir 5 i 
But, in truth, on this point there's a little demur. 
Her Ladyfhip means to confult on the cafe. 

Mr* Ru M»LB. ■■■■■' 

What, Sir! is my poem expos*<l to difgrace ? 
Her critical quacks does this woman engage, ^ 

To HzQi my found verie wkh empirical rage I 

Carey. 
BeHeve me^ good Sir, all the h^mags ^at*& due 
To poetical genius fhe offers to you ; 
But her Ladyfhip's love for Sir Simon is fiich, 
She thinks that he cannot be honoured too much ;; 
And, to give-all his virtues their due celebration^ 
She from diver fe poetical pens of our nation. 
Has a cargo of epitaphs. 

Mr^ Rumble. 

Hah ! ifr it fo 1 
Are there rivals tofhoot in Apollo*^ flrong bow ? 

Thii 
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This fliould have been told me before ; — but no matter : 

My concurrents, perhaps, may more iaviihly flatter, 

Yet in funeral fong they can't equal my tone ; 

Where Pope has mifcarried, I triumph alone.-^ 

Pray who arc thefe Bards that with me are to cope ? 

C A R E y. 
I think you're acquainted with FAcil and Trope. 

What, Facil I whole yepfe is the thread hftcniiity, 
That fellow diftkiguiifh'd by flippant fatuity. 
Who nonfenfe and rhynje caw inceflantly mingle, 
A poet — if poetry's onlyrft' jingle. 

Cars v. 
Poor Facil wants force ; yet may frequently pleafe 
By a light airy mixture of mirth and of e^ie ; 
But Trope's lofty mufe has a higher pretenfioa. 

Mr. |Ium»l£. 
Sir ! Trope is a rhymer devoid of iaveittioii, 
Who talks in a high ilrutting ftyle of the ftars, 
And the eagle of Jove, and the chariot of Mars 5 
And pompoufly tells, in elaborate lines. 
That now the moon gliflens, and now the fun fhines« 

Carey. 
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C A RB y. 

How fevere, my good friend, arc you Bards to each other f 
Yet if each would indulgently look on a brother. 
For your general honor—— 

M R. R U M B L E. 

I cannot agree 
That thefe fellows have aught homogeneous with me ; 
To contend with fuch fcribblers I deem a difgrace, 
And my dignity bids^ me abandon the place : 
With her Ladyfliip*s judgment I mean not t^ quarrel, • 
But fhall leave htt to crown any monkey with laurel; 

C A R'B V-i 

Mr. Rumble 1 in. points fb^ exceedingly nice 
1 do not picfume to obtrude my advice ; 
But allow me to mention, before you depart,. 
Wh{^ may tttid to encoufage your libeiial am 
Sir Simon, ydu know,, had a paffion for fame. 
And left a large, fum to- eternise his name 
By fome ftrudure of bote ; -yet he newer faid. what : . . 
So a grand Maufoleum is rai»'d on this fpot, 
At fo V3i^ &n expence that i»y Lady, I find, 
Ha» furpa^ what the Knight for the bmidkig deilgn^d ; 

7 The 
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The fuperHuous coft, be it great as it may, 
J'rom her own private purfe fhe dcfigns to defray ; 
Though an annual fund by th? will is adjufted. 
With the guidance of which (he is alfo entruftcd ; 
But from this, as I hear, (he has form'd an intention 
To give the beft epitaph-writer a penfion. 

Mr. Ru MBL E.' 

Has (he fo I — 'tis a gracious, efFulgenfdcfign ; 

I proteft, of her judgment I highly opine. 

Her face has been chiefly the fubjed of praife ; 

But a ^lendor of intelled now (he difplays. 

I cannot abruptly depart from a fcene 

Whofe miftrefs difcovers the mind of a queen. 

Nor rudely defert, though my time is precarious, 

A lady whofe graces are lb multifarious : .; 

But pray, left fome puppy fhould here circumvent me. 

To her Ladyfliip can't you diredly prefent me ? 

Though I fear, fince my fall, I am hardly fo clean as , 

A Bard ihould be feen by a female Maecenas. 

Carey. 
Never fear I — in your coat there is not fo much duft 
As to blind the bright eye that to merit is juft. 

s If 
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If you*ll ftep in this room, which is calFd the Apollo, 

And wait a few minutes, I'll fpcedily follow, 

And acquaint you how foon we may hope for admiinon;<— 

My Lady loves form, in her prefent conditidn t 

To amufe yourfelf there you'll, however, be able. 

For you'll find all the epitaphs rang'd on the table. 

Mr. R U M 6L E. 

Are they fo I — it is well ! — I indeed love to ilafli 

An inane poetafter's incongruous tralh. . '. [^Exif, 

Carey. 
There I'll venture to leave the old cynical Rumble^ 
The prey he has feiz'd to growl over and mumble. : 
If this Bard, whom my Lady regards as her darling, i 
Has infus'd in his brothers his talent of fnarling, 
I think fhe will find little room to admire. 
The harmony form'd by her Lyrical. Choirs-- : ' ^ 

But lol the kind Mufe an exaimplendw: fends,. \ .;. .. f 
That two mortals at once ma^be ^oets and friends; L.iA 

Enter Facil»«flf. Trope. 



Care y. 



I > 
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My dear lads of Parnafiiisi iyou*rt .McomiD (kigcdie^ pdl 
i«fli glad you afibciate, like birds of a feather, 

3 C That 
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That fools majr not cry, ** Every Bard hates a trothcr, ' 

** And Poet J, like Kke, arc tfie prey of each other/* 

How fare ye, my friends? have you profperdc^f late? 

I hope each has rais'd his ParnafHan eflate 1 

In our laft coaverfatioD 1 heard ye lament 

That youf farms on the mountain produced a low rent* i 

. F A c I L. 
In truth *ti$ a niggardly foil, at the bcft. 
As r and my brother can truly atteft ;. 
Biat with hopes of a new golden jera, my friend. 
On your patronefs here we are come to attend : 
To encourage the arts ihe has fpirit and icnfe. 
And we're told, my dear Carey, her wealth is immenfev 

T R o p. I. 
In fortune and fool ihe*s a qneen, 'tis agreed. 
And of genios as fond as Chrii3ina;thc Swede y 
For the Public's diiil'tafte ihe, we truft, will comfoLe ias» 
And raiake bur poor I^ltco^ zich as Pa<5t:ol\»« : r j 

,.;•;-.• .:F^:'c:iLv' ■ ■ 
Perhaps, my dear Carey^ we owe' to your care 
Th^ fa«<» «£ tJiis trwly iiber^ iPsiii ;. '- " 



i .« - -i . . 
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You are, doubtlefs; ap^iz'd tliat my Lady reqiures — 

/• '\.' . .. ,C Afl.E.¥« ': . ' ;. • ■ ■ ' 

I know flie has paid due T€^ed: to your lyres ; 
Yet, indeed, on that title ino thanks cj(n I claim ; 
You're indebted alone to your coaxmoh friend. Fame: 
, Her ^«skdy Blip knows with! what fpirtt you wrii^j 
And has begg'd your two Mufes to honor her Knight ; 
And, I truft, to your mutual advantage and joy, 
•She'll reward the rare talents flie wifli'd to employ.; , ; ;" 
But be .not too fanguine ;— 'I kaow how you Bards r 

Build the fabric of Hope like a cai3:le of cards : 
£;7/r^ w«j,. our good Lady is odd in her taftd, ': 

Tho' her ihind U\ no doubt, with munificeiace grac'd | ' 
Perhaps to one Bard flie'll be laviflily kind. 
And appear, to tHe other as utterly blind. 
Then let each be prepared. ' f . •' . ; • C.. ' 

■ ■ .'-Faciu' •• 

fSb we are,; my' gobd friend. 
And by mutual itippoit iHallieach othef deft^d ; , 
To tell you a fccpet, ^ botk wrote in hafle, •/ 

And flrangers alike W her Ladyihip's taftc j i ; 
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But agreed, as oUr purfes are equally low. 
To divide what on either flie deigns to beftow* 

The compaiEt is^ friendly ; I wifli from my heart 
That all who piirfue the poetical art 
Would learn i from you tWo, their mean rage to fuppre{&> 
And not rave at the fight of a rival's fuccefs. 

F A c I L» 

There, indeed, they may copy from Trope and.' from' me: 
From envy, thank Heaven I 'we are happily freeji . j-j ; 
We rally each other as much as we pleafel j— r 
I laugh at his figures-^He laughs at' my eafe y- 
YeSEwit^ rancour we ne'er try each other- to hit» ' ' ;,; 
But value BGnevolence far above Wit.. : .„ , . . .i.-^ . 
The art we ftill!.d6at oh has ruiit*d. ysr^Bptl^;-,.. -; /■ 

Yet to quit the deceiver weVel^^ally Ic^hT;- . .,,' :i)d'<' 
From Commerce and Law we iK^ere led to retire 
By the fpleodidtil,hifions th^t wait on the Lyre ; 
And thoil^gh '^ack-fifts dbtainfid^k fair,;pQrtiGin; q£ praill!^^ 
We have na^lfleri ffottimi jodr ch^pkt o£;bay9 y' : : 
Still we look -without' fpfcen^on- our gaiA« and our }ofl«s, 
* fiach endeat'd to the other-l^ fimilar crofles* 

Carey. 
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Carey. 

In truth, mjr dear Bards, you're good-humour is larc j 
You're philofophers both, and a fingular pair : 
With what excellent temper I've heard you rehearfe 
A malicious burlefquesof yaur innocent verfe t 

Faci l. 
O, with me *tis a rule not to quarrel with thofe 
Who attack what I fci^ibble in rhyme or in profe ; 
To flcirmifh with, you, how unjuft jfliould I be, . , 

If, perchance, of my verfes you don't think with me 5 
When, to tell you the truth, I'm fo various an elf, 
I have twenty opinions about them inyfelf I ; 

•' ' Ca're y. . . 

What an honeft cQnfeffionI 

• F A c I L. 
- : , : 'Tis.perfedly true;. 

Yet my works, I muft own, I too rarely review j 
And too quick in their birth are the brat&of my brain: 
My Mttfeis ho parent inured to long.pain^ 
Who dandles a rickety chit while it lives, 
And loves it the moi^e for the trouble it gives ; 

10 • She 



. T H E M A U S a li E V M :' 
She with lively difpatch, like a provident mother, 
Soda as one child is born thinks of rearing stmothtr*'^ : 
But enough of a jade that is merely ideal ; 
Let us talk of a female, kind, lovely, and real ; 
An infpirer of fbmething much fweeter than rcrfe. 
And, I hope, with a few thoufand pounds in her purie : 
I allude, my good friend, to Mifs Jafper, your fl^me ; 
But, perhaps, flic no longer is known by that name, 
And has wifely exchang'd it for Carey. 

• • C A» E V, 

Not fo 5 
The day of our wedding you'll certainly know,. 
As I hope that your Mufe will the altar attend 
Widi a rapturous ode on the blifs of your fridiid* 

F A c I t. 
I accept the gay office with infinite gleej — 
But at prefent^ I hope^ the fair Nymph we Iball fee a 
Trope and I were the intimate friends of \ict brother ; 
What a genius was hcl^ — I he*er knew fijch anotber : 
At fchool we ficft faw bim bis talent difplay ^ 
I remember he modell*d our figure in clay* 

S Th^ 
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The trade of a fculptor we thought not his fete. 
But fuppos*d he'd have half" of Sir Simon's, eftate I 

G A Aby. 
So he wouldj had not Vcll«m*s more provident care, 
When he made the Knight's will, nam'd himfelf as his heir. 
My Lady, indeed, has the rents for 'her life. 
But to Vellum yields half if again {he's a wife ; 
And if without iflue her LadyQiip dies. 
All this ample eflate is old Latitat's prize. 

F A c I L. 

And what fays poor Jafper, that fpirited lad ? 
Faith, I think fuch a will might have driven him madt 
Though CDgag'il 1:^ his art, he, I'm fure, muft be nettled ; 
But in Ruffia, they fay, he is happily fettled, 

C ARE Y. 

When ;a generous mind has emi)rac*<l a £ne art, 

With Fortune's vain -g^ts it can readily part ; 

From the world's diity cares it debiches ttfelf. 

To contend for a prize far fuperior tO'pelf j 

And looks with contempt (I am fure that you leet it) 

Upon heart^hard'ning gold> and the villains who ileal it. 



.2 'I ' .^ .- 
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Such a mind, from his[childhood, your friend lias pofTedi 
And in Ruflia, I hear, lie is biify land bled ; 
For a patroncfs there, of imperial fpirit, 
The munificent Catherine, honors his merit* 

F A C I.L. 

I proteft, in the difFcrent realms of the earth. 

There is no friend, like woman, to geniu« and worth! 

Tr^ope. 
I wifh you and I may a Catherine find 
In the widow whofc Knight in pur verfe is enfhrin'd ! 

F ACIL. 

You perhaps, my dear Carey, can tell us fome news: 
Has her Ladyfhip told you her thoughts' of our Mofc ? 

■ Carey. 
One thing, my good' friends, I can tell you at prefent, 
But I fear youUl not think it eieceedingly pleafant ; 
Yet it's certainly fit you fhould inftantly know it. 
And, indeed, emulation infpirits a poet : 
Nay, look not fo grave I— 'tis a rival— that'« all, 
A candidate come at her Ladyfhip's call. 

F A c I L. 

A rival ! who is it ? 

Trope. 
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.That lugubrious poem no critic fliall garble. 

And, I truft, you can fliew it me graven on marble. 

Carey. 
It would pleafe me to give you that pleafure, dear Sir ; i 
But, in truth, on this point there's a little demur. 
Her Ladyfhip means to confult on the cafe. 

M R. R U M B^ L B. ^ 

What, Sir I is my poem expos'd t« difgrace ? 

Her critical quacks does this woman engage, ' 

To flaili my found verie with empirical rage I 

Carbv. 
BeHeve me,, good Sir, all the hcmage t&at*^ due 
To poetical genius (he offers to you ; 
But hes Lady^ip*s love for Sir Simon is fuchj 
She thinks that he cannot be honour'd too much ;; 
And, to give-all his virtues their due celebration^, 
She from diverfe poetical pens of our nation. 
Has a cargo of epitaphs. 

Mr> Rumble; 
Hah ! is it fo I 
Are there rivals to (hoot in Apollo's ftrong bow ?- 

TUi. 
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This fliould have been told me before ; — but no matter : 
My concufrcntj, perhaps, may more iaviflily flatter, 
Yet in funeral fong they can't equal my tone ; 
Where Pope has mifcarried, I triumph alone..^ 
iPray who arc thefe Bai'ds ^hat with me are to cope ? 

I think you're acquainted with Facil and Trope. 

, Mr* Ru^iitJE. 
What, Facil I whofe yefie is the tHre»d hf tenuity, . - 
That fellow diftinguifli'd by flippant fatuity. 
Who nonfenfe and rhynje eati inceflantly mingle, 
A poet — if poetry's, onlyrftjingie. 

Cars v. 
Poor Facil wants force j yet may frequeatlj pleafe 
By a light airy mixture of mirlh and ofjeiafe ; 
But Trope's lofty mu^ h^ a higher pretenfioa. 

Mr. HuMftLB. 
Sir! Trope is a rhymer devoid of iovefttioq, 
Who talks in a high flrutting ftyle< oi the flars, 
And the eagle of Jove, and the chariot of Mars j 
And pompoufly tells, in elaborate lines, 
That now the moon gliftens, and now the fun fhines« 

Carey. 
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C A R« Y. 

How fevere, my good friend, arc you Bards to each other I 
Yet if each would indulgently look on a brother. 
For your general honor— 

Mr. Rumble. 

I cannot agree 
That thefe fellows have aught homogeneous with me ; 
To contend with fuch fcribblers I deem a difgrace, 
And my dignity bids^ me abandon the place : 
With her Ladyfliip*s judgment I mean not to quarrel, ' 
But fhall leave hei; to crown any monkey with laurel; 

Carby^ 
Mr. Rumble 1 iti points (<> exceedingly nice 
1 do not ppefumc to obtrude my advice 5 
But allow me to mention, before you depart, 
Wh{^ may tttid to encourage your liberal art* 
Sir Simon, y<>u know, had a pa&on for fame. 
And left a large, fum to eternise his name 
By fome ftrudure of note ; yet he oever faid. what : 
So a grand Maufolcum is rais'd on this fpot, 
At fo vaft an expcnce that my Lady, I find, 
Haa furpaft what the Knight for the building dcflgn'd ; 

7 The 
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The fuperfluous coft, be it great as it may, 
J'rom her own private purfe fhe defigns to defray ; 
Though an annual fund hy th? will is adjufted, 
With the guidance of which (he is alfo entrufted ; 
But from this, as I hear, (he has form'd an intention 
To give the beft epitaph-writer a penfion. 

Mr. Rumble. • 
Has (he fo I — 'tis a gracious, efFulgenfdel^n ; 
I proteft, of her judgment I highly opine. 
Her face has been chiefly the fubjed of praife ; 
But a ^lendor of intelled now (he difplays. 
I cannot abruptly depart from a fcene 
Whofe miftreffi difcovers the mind of a queen, 
Nor rudely defert, though my time is precarious, 
A lady whofe graces are fo multifarious : 
But pray, left fome puppy fhould here circumvent me. 
To her Ladyfhip can't you diredly prefent me ? 
Though I fear, fince my fall, I am hardly fo clean as , 
A Bard Should be feen by a female Maecenas. 

Carey. 
Never fear I — in your coat there is not fo much duft 
As to blind the bright eye that to merit is juft. 

S If 
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If 70U*11 ftep in this room, which is call'd the Apollo, 

And wait a few minutes, TU fpeedily follow, 

And acquaint you how foon we may hope for admidion j— 

My Lady loves form, in her prefent conditidn : 

To amufe yourfelf there you'll, however, be able. 

For you*ll find all the epitaphs rang.*d on the table. 

Mr. R U M BLE. 

Are they fo I — it is well I — I indeed love to flafli 

An inane poetafler's incongruous traih. . [Exit, 

Carey. 
There 1*11 venture to leave the old cynical Rumble^ 
The prey he has fJbiz'd to growl over and mumble. 
If this Bard, whom my Lady regards as her darling, '.. 
Has infus*d in his brothers his talent of fnarling, 
I think fhe will find little room to admire! 
The harmony form'd by her Lyrical. Choirs— - 

But lol the kind Mule an exaknple now fends,. \ ;. .. [ 
That two mortals at onoe may be ^oets and friends. i..</v 

Enter Facilaaaf Trope. 



Carey. . 
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My dear lads of Parnailus'i iyou*ie .MconsB (kigodxet pA i 
i«tti glad you aiTociate, like birds of a feather, 

3 C That 



%^9 . T H E KM ^A:U S' O L E V M:/ 

ThAtfopU mzy not cry, ".Every Ba«J bates, a Ijrother, *' 
" And Poetjy like Kke, aye the prey of eacb other/* • 
Ha^*■ fate ye» «iy friends?: Jbavc yOu pfafperJd «f Idle ? / 
I hope each has rstWd his Parnafllan ci^te I 
In our kft cofwreriatioo 1 heard ye lament •/ 

That yoitr farms on tive mountain produced alow rent* I 

F A c I i« " 
In truth 'tis a mggardly foil, at the beft> ;. '. 

Ait ^nd my brother can truly atteft ', 
But with hopes of a new golden sera, my friend. 
On ycnir patrooeis here we are come to attend : . 
To encourage the airt» (he has fpirit and fenfe. 
And we'xie told, my dear Carey, her wealth Is iminenfev 

. T RO P.l. 

In fortune andcfoul {he*S a qioeen, 'tis agreed, /. 
And of geni«s^ food as OiriiHna\tke Swede; . 
For the Public's dtiihtaib (he, we truft, will canfole ias»: 
And xBiakti avk ipoor }^ltca|i zick as Fadoludi 

.j^Y' ^'F.A-;CJIi»-! •v,; '.". 
Perhaps, my dear Careys we o«^ to your care 
The hA»jaB tius. trsfy iiber^ F«it4. u/. '. 
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You are, doubtkfs; apprized that my Lady re^uir€s— ; 

I know flie has paid due TeQ)«d: to your lyres ; 
Yet, indeed, on that title i&o thanks can I claim ; 
YouVe indebted alone to your coiitmoh friend. Fame : 
.Her ]^<abdy&ip knoves with' what fpirtt you wriicj 
And has begg'd your two Mufes to honor her Knight ; 
And, I truft, to your mutual advantage and joy, 
-She'll reward the rare talents ftie wi(h*d to employ. * / 
But be .not too fanguine ;— I know how you Bards 
Build the fabric of Hope like a caflle of cards : 
Entre nousy our good Lady is odd in her taftd, 
Tho* her mind isj no doubt, with muniiice&ce griao'd ; ' 
Perhaps to one Bard fhe*ll be laviflily kind. 
And appear to the other as utterly blind. 
Then let each be prepar'd. ' f - "' j ' . 

Faciu' 

<8b wc are^ my* gobd friend^ 
And by mutual iupport ihaU ieadx othef defend : , - 
To tell you a feevet, ^ botk wrote m hafte, ' / 

And Grangers alike \iti her Lad^ip's iafte i 
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But agreed, as olir puffes are equally low, 
To divide what on either ihe deigns to beftow. 

The compaa is friendly ; I wifh frotn my heart 
That all who piirfue the poetical art ' . 

Would Icarnj from you tWo, their mean rage to fuppreis^ 
And not rave at the fight of a rival's fuccefs. 

F AC I L. 

There, indeed, they may? copy from Trope indrfroih'jQie: 
From envy, thank Heaven I 'we; are happily free;:., j-. 
We rally each other as much as we pleafe j— r 
I laugh at his figures4--He laughs atf my eafe y; • 
Yet wit^ rancout we ne'er try each other- to hit> i ' >! 
But value Bejievolence far above Wiit. . __ - . r.;...*. 
The art we ftillldoat oh has ruittd usr>botl^;-. ; * - / 
Yet to quit the deceiver we're! ^qpually lothTi- .*./ ;;.:'' 
From Commerce and Law we were led to retire 
By the fplepdidriUufions th^at wait on the Lyre j 
And though '«ack' Kits dbtaiofiirk fait; 'pctrtion. «£ pr^iljb^ ' 
We have na|§olflcn ftoit.inl^cjdr ch^pJeC bfbay^ j'l r 
Still we look -without- f]bl<ien'^of]>'6iir 0its ando.uf^ \oi&Sy 
^;^fiach endcat'd to the other>by fimilar croflcs* 

Carey. 
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Carey. 

In truth, my^ dear Bards, you're good-humour is rare j 
You're philofophers both, and a fingular pair : 
With what excellent temper I've heard you rehearfe 
A malicious burlefque^of your innocent verfe t 

F A CI L, 

O, with me *tis a rule not to quarrel with thofe 
Who attack what I fci^ibble in rhyme or in profe j 
To flcirmifh with, you, how unjuft ihould I be, 
If, perchance, of my verfes you don't think with me 5 
When, to tell you the truth, I'm Co various an elf, 
I have twenty opinions about them myfelf I . 

Ca're y, . 
What an honeft confeffion I 

• ■ ' ■ « 

F ACIL. 

- : "Tisperfedly true;. 

Yet my works, I muft own, I too rarely review j 
And too quick in their birth are the brats. of my brain: 
My Mufek no parent inur'd to long pain,. 
Who dandles a rickety chit while it lives, 
And loves it the move for the trouble it gives ^ 

»o , She 



$U . Tr H E M A U S O; h M ^ M :' 
She with lively difpatch, like a provident mother, 
Soda ^ one diild is bom thinks of rearing amothtr*'-^ - : 
But enough of a jade that is merely ideal ; :•..'' 

Let us talk of a. female, kind, lovely, and real; 7 

An infpirer ofrfbmething much fweeter than rcrfe. 
And, I hope, with a few thoufand pounds in her purfe : 
I allude, my good friend, to Mifs Jafper, your fl^me ; 
But, perhaps, (he no longer is known by that name, 
And has wifely eifchang'd it for Carey. 

• ' C AXE y. 

Not fo; 
The day of our wedding you'll certainly knaw,. 
As I hope that your Mule will the altar attend 
With a rapturous ode on the biifs of your fri^d* 

F A c r L, 
I accept the gay office with infinite glee j — 
But at prefent,: I hope^ the fair Nymph we ihall fee t '■ 
Trope and I were the intimate friends ai \kti broth^ 9 
What a genius was htl — I hfe*cr knew fuch another :,. ; 
At fchool we firft faw him his 'talent difplay i / 

I remember he modeU'd oui: figuceiScm 4»l&y« : / 

5 Th«; 
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The trade of a fculptor we thought not his fate. 
But fuppos*d he'd have half of Sir Simon's, eftate I 

Carey. 
So he would} had not Vellum's more provident care, 
When he made the Knight's wi^ll, nam'd himfelf as his heir. 
My Lady, indeed, has the rents for 'her life. 
But to Vellum yields half if again {he's a wife ; 
And if without iflue her Lady (hip dies. 
All this ample eflate is old Latitat's prize. 

F A c I L. 

And what fays poor Jafper, that fpirited lad ? 
Faith, I think fuch a will might have driven him mad ! 
Though engag'd by his art, he, I'm fure, muft be nettled ; 
But in Ruflia, they fay, he is happily fettled. 

Car BY. 
When. a generous mind has embrac'd a £ne art. 
With Fortune's vain ^ifts it can readily part ; 
From the world's dkty cares it detaches itfeif. 
To contend for a prize far fiiperior tO'|>elf j 
And looks with contempt (I am fure that you leet it) 
Upon heart^hard'ning gold> and the villains who ileal it. 

Such 
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Such 1 riiia-d, iroa hii'childhood, your frierid has pofTed 5 

Z.C. iz. A-'/ri, I oar, £i£ u duij ana :jicii ; 
F:;r 1 pi^ncicii tz-^rc, o: imperial Ipirir, 
Tht — .ini£c£s." Ci^erlss, hoaors his meriu 

F A CI L- 

I 7r-:iiL -ji -Lii c-rrrtit realaii cv* ths earth, 

T'-ir; _i 2:: zTjini, liii w^oclie, io gcmoi and worth I 

Zz riK ▼jiTv y^-TTC \- ^b: ia ocr Tcric is enihriu d ! 

Vr^i r«rfL2r&. rrx -,nr Carrr, can tell us lome news : 
Hii jic: Iait-'-" ^ t«ui T2C bcr cscc^ha of our Mnfe ? 

C ^ 1 2 T. 

C*^; :i-~::ii. nj t^ck: —iciis, I caa rsU you at prefent, 
?;. : 1 rrar y\:cMI rsiac :'s rk 2: exceedii^Iy pleafiint; 
Ycc ;:"> c«rajalT £: t-c-u ib^d inflandy know it, 
Asc* :-i!iK<c»i «c:*litioa iaipirits a poet : 
Niv> IwA av?c k> gnins I — *ti$ a rival — that's all, 
A candkiftcc c^2K at her Ladjihip*« calL 

F ACIL. 

Aitnl! who is it? 

TllOPE. 
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t 

Trope.: 
■ .AmadKprayOivhb.? \ '> f , : / 1 . . 
. :'.CfA.R EiY. ■ ; -•/.!.• li.V' ;■. . - ..:■'; 
One, I'll venture to fay, fully known to you two, 
A Bard whofc preterifions are' not very '^liumble. 

F A c I L. 

You furely don't mean the pedantical Rumble ? 

■ ••■ '• '■■■■■ ■-' •* " -^ 

Carey. 

Even fo ! that long-winded loud Stentor of fong ; 

And the ladies all think tbtt his Is^guage is drong. 

Trope. 

'Tis as Arong and as knotty^s l^e^'cules* club, 

And as rough as the roll of the old Cynic's tub. 

Carey.' 

Huih I hufh ! — in thischamber theiBear is inclos'd, 

Growiing over the epitaphs you iavc oompdu'd. f j. -• ^ 

. -.. . . / /.-FAciL.- . j;.v> '•• : /> ' •\ A 

Is he fo 1 — introduce!' Bs.iliii-l long to partake . ' nO 

In the ccrurteain remark^ thai! his candor will niake. . .W 

O, if fuch is-youf wa&^i to o«r:gue^ I'll pref^nt.jra)U i':r..\ 
But I fancy liis comments willsquityy contentF«ydui. •' ) 

F A CI L. 
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Facii. 
As for me, I defy .>him. to give ine vexation ; 
And Trope will delight in fome Retaliation. 

.*•:-' ' ' ■ • . . 

> :; E»flf ^a^ ACT i. 
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Mi(s Ja%er and GerrardL 

,' ■■:(.. -iti .■• -.-Mrra- jA.tEkAi;/i ,• ; ^ • i.; . 

PR A Y watB&i lbs mjCi bootbov. andi hnti% hkxi to. jsw^^ ; 
And let no- one,., good Gierrard, my vifitor iee :. 
On your faithful prudence^ I iblely. fitly : ;; . a\ -. 

We*reiindone(irouir.guel^ &oiild>]iis.'peiibtt r 

Fromi allt but ouffelves> we^mui^keep him unknown ;. 
And,. i£&env he nkift ^afi for a^ fripad. of jtmt osm. . 
I depend on youcpF^deiice,; 

G E41BARD* 



' i- .;.:.. Detr Mir»i'ii^v«r fear ; ' 
To 4o him any go^> I 'Would watch for'ai ycatit - 
Heaven ktiowa^j' I have pray'd for him early and late. 
Since the old law^t robb-'d^irti of tfiis fihe cftate ; 
And wbuld give all Vm worffi could I get hioi his due. 

Miss'J-A'sp't A. ■' '-■;•■■ 

Honeft Gerrard t I know w'e'\re a good friend m^bu : 
But look out fdr my brbthci>'^lic*ri w^rit yduraffiftince. 

• '• G-if-u'ii'it k-Dr,-' ■ •'• . • - ■'■■■'' ' - 
I think I fhall know him sit h^ a! mile s diftance. 

He'll be:htte ^ ydtf fttr^^rithce itih to tHd^gite.- 

DearMJfiV ytiu 'forget'^ ^1^ paft^flxiy-cight j ^ 

But ril nUlk dlthechaftethtdii'ctiii for your ^e^' ' 

And I'll pray for you both-at each Aep that I take. {£jf^. 

That's a worthy old cfr^tuii^^ chotigh* rather to6 flowj ;^ 
He is tciufty, afi^^^ &6t-be£rty ur, I know: . 
But though he's innWc, I ifefl flraddtr^^^ ' 

How my hopei lit'* mootenf t^ notluog m^fink^ - . ;' 

3 D 2 As 
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As tne crifis comes qq,, uiAa liazaodous fcheme, 
With ^ha.t. infiaitj^tf jjfrq|-s the fancy will teem ! — 
In my li9p9s,.of.thft mffrk J "wa%/f4ngj4»e-.^ftdf)totrj} * 
But I now have my fears jp^ regard:. ^o^e^t^ party. - 
Should toy;, G^Htleq»an,tijf Pi (Ojat ;top %u^miftk and, coy^. 
How vain^tihe kin4 artJJigi^^^deigfl'd.to^mplpy.J.; ^ - . 
Should my Lady {hew familyj-pride^ at this feafon, 
iVe depe^ed in va^.ppoji NJatiirc and Reafotti) i\ . • 
Iha^yeftudiedhej^iW;^4i\atid4;CJls^^^^ ,^ ; ..: ^ ; 

She's deftin'd again to the copj|Ugfi^ tie : 
In fpite of, t^C; >whittM% faJih f efoifiiijienjt has taught her^ 
She is honeft dame ^aJt\^nc*s ^qaev.ofent daughter r 
Though a„t^pl/Jq9,^Cf^^rp^iyifl^jfta^pa^ . .11 
She would »ot for the w:oirld 4p ^ ^ing flic thinks wrong,^ 
Yet of fuch y^y^g ^ajK>ef,^it b9f«9^is:ft>rn|l^: ,.:,c 

I* will3ie]^jif^a^ofi^|,.ifjBr9pfrl)t.,wa|5a? K I sufi 

?^.^4ed her fancj^ a^aedly^nic^^ - \ ,-..::^ [['i [,,■:, 

Can delude her kindiigaf^ ^ith. fgmg,dainty device^, 
^Some dclic^e.pl«a:fG|,;b^9m^g,^-:^if^ ^j:^in^w^ i ... IT 
To the youth,, whp.cqnju^^i^rj^ft Wjeifc^WP^fiitJif©; Al 
On this I h^ye foundeii, joy ff^r^Cu^pl^js^^r] ,; j;/. .- : 
tn hopes; of pi;o4u^ing;^l^i%,/qi^U^B^^ vj;: ..IT 
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My brother, I know, ha§ a paflion fQr her; 
And fhe foon to»all men woultl his pBrfwa pref(^m.^. 'sfd .1 
But in my: rapid 'prdje(9:J)(t >¥iHnot befteady,.,. •' '1 •• Y 
Unlefs I perfuaderhim {Iie.1ovc$ hjm already^;: -r ; - . 
For men rar^ly^kno\v,.>tho"ugh' of kncfti^kdgc tfcgyffft Vjaifly 
By a weli-mana^driolnwiC'^jhoiy' toiich- t^^yjjBftay tgW«v --,• 
And fhould hedete<Sbtbe kind ar-t I^Jn^toy^/ -.-:; j, :- '\^' 
Farevweli^tp qvy hopcf of jthchr «>njn^ joj^ff^tflDL-p uri'-'^ 
I yefterday thought thal^.m|r. |>i^cffuld; net^J^ii^^o^ .^i ; 

Now I think 'twill be niarveJlpysiifhould.it prevail. > 

But away, criidfear8pLhen!cp,,y^^i^i4ai^msj]{^^^ .,>/- 

I behold my, 4^ibbf^hcrf.r^%4i?9iMt^^jJ-il ilot f f A 

■! '»f; : •'■ n jfl? ;f:-' ' ■• i'.!-?' -;.'v^ ovaih'i *•!•?/ jix.-: -Jl-jfi: 3lH 
. ........ - j£^/^,;r Jafner*, , • , ,,,!:..-» n /.'r 

Heaven blefs itinb^odfiart^^trJils^'^BQa; baive^gab Ue ohccr. 

morei.Iu:. i^-.ii'i:} 3>:f(-.v iln.L i ': i^.' ,':-.v';i ';nA 
In fpite of my^oiw notitbnifittliVS'iBore^T l/i.. .: • 
And I joyftillyf^yj'wififo'kieaMinWrtqbipkrpkofejirf) ; ;: :'7/ 
To enfol4thydsiad:h€trt.iAiat}iiioti»erVenibrace.:». 1 . oY 
With that in my grafpi&I tnie:apnlehoolfc^':n ?.tRt>^ Lot I 
And my'wealtb/iii \]|i9:d[|^efri]ia'JM]fBCiiBaBrftddiao3 bri-V 
?■ i'i " M'lss- 



If tove axfdlefteeiaimqycbe'i^tkiin'idrAsibeaf^ H !.: / 
You indeed, i»y Beat bipotker) art tiqh above m^afure ! . 
X) how have;I.:loii^4lUry€Mr-lecUngBta)fcB3rtxif': : ^ ij 

How^idfen('«((ett<«''4'7c»ji»'iridigfia^ 1 i. . >. 

What a millidft^f Afhiilgfe-liad iiitadyjt6^)tt .- . .z. 
What qucMoiU^btalHy^^^^ttia yet "^ - 

The confoSfi6ta^8f>y^hi4sfifeii<3ft'niad* ■ 

M7 tendfc^/ g^ ^tf !<^f ^efc«tfc yoii ^Tfetiatt"- '. - 
All jourli^^^rmBki'ofY^tsmif^^^^ -^^^ '• 

But thcfe tears willrdkvc yotii—don't checkthcm, mydcai^ 
*Ti8 a tribute my heartliinblin'M td revere; 
All flattering language I fdms ^tm above. 
And hold them, thd tnxe& ekpreflsonhoC kvve ^^ .a: 
And indeed, when I think what diftrefs and i^gret 
Have harrais^'d yooiriibifflDlteiftiiidlfiAce^iwc-iaet i>' u.un 
When I thii^hpw^.l^miiQiDfliftidl^iiit^ciftibee ' ^ 
You forget yonkt o/wa-^vnaB^t' iai attCMiMi^tb ^xit f I ; 
Ifcci tears of^titodoiieirfytiof ftarti »c^ '• f f'i I - 
And confifels iki^detr^fiftbr (h& ifbide'iif aiy h^ 

3 Mis"* 



A C O M £ n% I N Ml HY M E. 391: 

. . ; -. i ./ - 1 B£-ifi6 J>sf sin. . • ■'' - 

Yet». for Iife> you. could talk of deferting this' -ifter ! 

But joxt&Vyy^eai &t pltsede^t bould'iiot tc&Stlmi-^ 
When t firft: was infonn-d of pld Velltim's vile fraud, 
la my rage I'd^Etermior^ionjlrniig^btoaid t; • j • V 

For RviiSay you know^.I dcparted>fjrc(m RitJ^ 
However, my dear^ you may fafely fteittJkt: ' <'♦ » v ' 
Suoh anabfence from you I cduld never endure,. 
Had you not brought: me^baokli^ai different lure;; 
And my friend& of the Law>.\tith.yDur wifhes confpir'd,, 
To make.me'iAt]tta^mth«IJie.hafl:e.7iou^:de%!d^; .:>;.- 
As they. give, me foine hopes', of ibomcfaang^^jiurJ £ifce^,X^' 
And regaining £K»itVelkizartheigil£dc^d eikt]el4-^^i>! .< r 
But how fai>C9-jqiy^dea£.w{dDvJ::i«hbf« pailiialilfie^ 
Seems kiadkd'h^^ fbiB:i^ frteodlyjEiajig^kdicedton);! luncild 
To redrefshalfeucwff>ngs^,aiid4 defeat th^ oidthic^^r l.^T 
Who imposed on- Sir Simon's too. iimple beli^; ;; . ; . : 
A rafcall tq.feign^ a;j:9gaf4 foCcWyAiftfi. rr : . :• ;ri zuSl 

And fte^.my dUl»>.i¥Hc<<>:ini>»rt:«0^iJ»(^^ -v .: l.tA 
I thought not my coufin <fp cajfy- a:fool ;, 

Uon thie df3ig:e/€^l<l jold. V^Hittl la xxiake-liidk H^^^UI^ 



- . * . ' . i . 



For the Knight, on.4:hii pki, £^rlA his will when ia 

! -fei^^feiilj t),uJij.i3b 'io illj.> hlLfn:> t/c -; ^^:' '.' ioi ,f. N' 
Not to fpoii a great artiii hyi gi-vij^g me wealth.— 
But-wb6rfi*i^xny(;kiii4;widb<ri"rdIion^ to. itxp^fS-Trn «i/.. 

You muft pardgii a. little idcniureiklfliimdtdisi a^n: vm tr: 
Nor expedf -hcTj^^hwiglil^joa^fftll p3entiihB,|fr^&'tis,.'^l i -: 

To % into yo»f:ftm^ ';; . .1 v:;:.; ; :." ,.:.jh ./.i ,•..;-.,•: 

Not fo Faft^rniji^ap-broffaBi-^r^GFiiiifiiirGl^tficirgQt ~. 
By. ^Jiiltivigfla^ili renbmieoiivic' aie|l>ef0t<J - . ^ ; 
ShouldA^elltxtn^wiioiieXpioslaiK-inowAia^def $hi^ . 

Should h^'get^the kdftikintiof^'^ l;;ady%ciattaciiineac:^'- 
He w^bljjrige like tbci Jurdlf inv^hat Hiiowr^'pdiated/iiatch- 
ment^if' '- .-'i'£;.:* oo? c i.-.Vx.il'i iiL' no L >.>cn.".: .}:.■,■ 
Your mutual regard'tteW^flW fet-lit*'dfefiajicfe,^^ iii:.:;: /r 
And move eaprff^ ^SdX^ltTftt jJrlf^eiSViyd^f 'klli^«cte«- - I-:^ 

WbtiM^e ifo') — By n^ fawH,^ islikeiw«dov^*8ufo>kiikl/ -^ • 
I-care not what mifchiefs may lurk in his mind ; 

7 Not 
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Not a legion of imps, by a lawyer inftruded. 

Shall mar the fweet bufinefs her heart has conduced.-?-. 

But has fhe quite hid her comiubial de%n ? 

Has the rogue no furmife fhe will fhortly be mine ? 

M I s s J A s P £ R. ;:i 

No, not any. 

J A S P E B. 

Well manag'd, my dear fairy c\£l . 
MissJasper, 
To fay truth, *tis a fecret not known to herfelf. 

Jasper. 
To lierfelf ! — am I dup*d then ? 

MissJasper.. 

. Dear brother, be cool^ 
Tasper. .,/, 

Have ypu (ent for me home, but to make me a fool-? : - . 

Miss J ASP er. 

No indeed ! but to make you moft happy for life. 
And give you a lovely and excellent wife ; 
In fo ferious a point could you think that I jcfted ? — 
Have you purchas'd the licence my letter requefted ? 

3 E . J AS P ERi. 
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Jasper. 
Here it ist^and our folly will finely expo^, 
If the fair one efoapcs whom this chain fhould inclofe. 

MissJaspbk. 
Implicitly truft to my care as your guide, 
And ere midnight, perhaps, you may clafp a kind bride* 

Jasper. 
You teaze me, dear girl I with much whimfical pain ; 
But I beg that you'll .clearly thefe riddles explain. 
I fear you have form'd ibme nonfenfical plot : 
Has the Widow declar*d ihe will have me, or not ? 

MissJaspbr. 
Dear brother ! indulge me witjh patient attention. 
And our true fituatXon 1*11 honeftly mention : 
But, however my projed may ilrike you at firft. 
Into rage land deipair .do not ' l^afHly burfl ; 
To be bold in fuch points is, fn truth, to be wife^ 
And a widofw.'^ a fiaiit ito be ^¥0n by iiarpfi^ee 

Jasp««. 
So {he has not engag'd, then, to gi^e nle her hand ? 

Miss Jasfsr. 
Have patience ! — her ftate you fhall foon underftand. 

That 
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That (he loves you, I know ; and with innocent art 

I have cheriih'd the paffion ftill hid in her heart : 

For (he fancies, good creature ! that, fafe from love's 

flaflics, 
She*s devoted for life to Sir Simon's cold aihes.— 

You know, (he affeds to be highly rcfin*d : 

And a projed I've built on this caft of her mind, 
Which, if you'll obey me, Til venture my life,^ 
Like a ftroke of true magic, will make her your wife, 
And before any foul can fufjie<9t our intention, 

-''■''Jasper. ''' '' ■' 

Well, my girl I and' pray what is your magic invention ? 

Ml SS Jf ASP E R. 

You muft know, (he believes that you only return 
To oblige her, by gracihig Sit Simon's rfch: nrtl i 
She thinks the Czarfn^, on tbi^ Ode condition. 
That you travtel incbgl jglves yOU her kind |)efl(n}flton ; 
And her Ladyftiip's mind'I have fill'd with thefc notions, 
As they form an excufe for coneealing your motions i 
So fhe hopes from ybuf hartd^ wkh ifhe higheft delight. 
To behold a fine ftatue of 'Jiet noble Knight. 

3 E 2 Now, 
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Now, Sir Simon and you have been thought much alike ; 
And, to make the reieniblahce more forcibly ftrikc, 
I mean to array you," her heart to entrap, . ;< 

In this blue fattin night-gown and red velvet cap ; 
The drefs which, to humour his elegant Fair, 
The courteous old Cit was contented to wear. . 

J A S P E R, 

And is this your fine plan ! you impertinent jade ? 
Drefs me up as the Punch of a dull mafq[uerade h , 

M IS S T ASP E R* . 

Have patience f — my fcheme muftrfurprize you, no doubti» 
Yet I think you'll applaud, if you. heat it throughout^ 
And if you have fpirit I know 't;willfucceed. 

f-A s E a RV 
To play the dead man— a fine projedt, indeed t 

. M,ts,s Ias.pek,. , •.,■-. 

Nay,j,but hear me!;-— yovr adiqns I wil};ilot contrx>uL ; r 

, ' J ASP E R. 

Well, youVe made me an idiot i, fo tell me the whole- 

,; ,Mis s. T'ASPB R. 

No I Tve taught you to make yourlclf all you defire^ 
If you will, but reftrain this intemperate fire. — 

Come^ 
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Come, attend to my plot : — You fortd creatures fhall meet 

In the new Maufoleum, that penfive retreat j 

On a pedeftal there you your perfon muft place, 

To fhew how a ftatue the building may grace 1. 

To behold you fo fixt I'll my Lady prepare :. 

She'll be ftruck in furveying your figure and air ;, ^\ 

She with tender furprize will your features review,, 

And fancj. flie fees, her Sir Simon in. you :. 

Then fpring from your pedeftal, feizc herfweet charms,. 

And fwear, as you fold her foft heart in your arms. 

You are like her Sir. Simon in foul as in form, 

That your heart towards her. is as tenderly warm ; 

You may add— in a vifion he bade you dire<^ her 

To take you for life as her legal protei^or,, 

And,, to make her chafte love to his memory known,, 

ehufe his living refemblance before, one of ftone.— 

There'sra promifing. fcheme for a widow*s relief I 

J A S P E R4 

Set woman to woman, as thief to catch thief r^— 

I; confefs in your plot there, is. fpirit and foul ; 

On. her governing foible you've grounded the whole ;; 

And: 
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And rapid fuccefs might attend on your plan, 
But for puppet-fhfw courtfliip I am not the man : 
I poflefs not the face that your ftratagem needs, 
For fo bold an attack on a widow in weeds ; 
And I feel fome reludance, in truth, at my heart. 
To fuch an appearance of fraudulent art; 

Mrss JaS'Per. 
Away, my dear brother, with fcruples like thefc ! 
Of the amorous heart doubt's a: "common difeafe, 
But one that my cotmfels may fpeedily cure : 
You both love each other— your meaning h pure— 
The gentle Sophia you'll tenderly treat, 
Her form is enchanting, her temper is iweet'; 
And if your odd courtfliip appears like a jeft. 
In your marriage, Tm fore, you'll be equally bleft : 
Without it, indeed, our fair Triend is^ undone^ 
For old Vellum intends that the coxcomb his Ton, 

When he comes from his travels But fomebody's near; 

A fudden furprize in this quarter 1 fear, 

Let us hafte ta my room— I nKift fchool you above t 

And you'll ad as I wifli if you've one fpa^k of love. 

If 
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If I find you have not— I (hall honcftly fay, * 

You muft give up the part thtt I meant you to play. 

[^Exeunt baftily. 

Enter Lady Sophia with Papers in her handy attended by 

Carey. 

L A D r S o F H I A. 
Unfold the great door» of the fable faloon. 

\l^e Sctne opent., and difcovers a large Apart- 
ment ^ with a black velvet Pavilion,^ 
At the thoughts of this bufine& I'm ready to fwoon I 
But you> my good Carey, wiU leilen my pain, 
And aid my weak nerves the fad fcene to fuilain ;, 
As my Gentleman-uflier you*U kindly attend, 
And bring the three Bards to an audience, my friend : 
I fhall fit to receive them beneath my pavilion.. 
To repay their fweet verfe I could wifli for a million ; 
But I think that each Bard will be pleased with his lot : 
So bring them— Stay,. Carey, one thing IVe forgot j. 
But now 'tis too late fbr my purpofe, I fear ; 
I meant to have osder'd the horns to be here,, 

7 With. 
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With a litfle foft mufic thefe rites to begin, 
And to found a dead march as the Poets walk in. 

* C A R E Y. 

Dear Madam, their verfes will want no fuch aid ; 
Let me hafte to prefent them. ^Fantaftical jade ! 

Lady Sop hi a, 
ff eating her/elf under the Pavilion^ and looking over 
the Papers in her hand). 
From thefe epitaphs, thus, I may happily borrow 
The parts that moft flatter my delicate forrow^ 
And while in one piece I harmonioufly blend 
Four lines from each poem thefe authors have pefiti'd, 
I am pleas'd that on them no vexation can fall. 
That I fliall not hurt one, and mufl: gratify all.— 
But the Geniufes come. 

Enter Car^y, introducing Rumble, Facil, and Trope, who 
advame with profound Bows towards the Pavilion. 

L A D Y SOPHI A. 

Ye kind friends to my grief! 
Who employ your fine parts in afHidion*s relief 5 

My 
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My mournfpl diftrcfs by your talents ye calm, 
And my dear loft Sir Simon your vcrfcs embalm. 
As I ought, let me. firft Mr. Rumble addrefs : 
What I owe to. you, Sir, I can never exprefs. 
Yet the force of your pen let my gratitude mention. 

R u M EL E .(afide), 
I perceive (he has fenfe — and I'm fure of the penfion I 

Lady Sophia. 
In my choice J have done equal juftice, J hope. 
To you, Mr. Facil-rand you,^^r. Trope: 
From your various. produdions twelve verfes I chufe,' 
And I blend the xicli Tweets of each difFerent Mufe ; . . . 
Thus a wreath is completed to deck the dear fhrine. 
And to honor. Sir Simon three Poets combine. 
Here you'll fee how I've managed this nice combination. 
. \ i . . J [Diftrtbutihg aiPapertd eacB, 

' : ■ RUMB LE. 

I proteft I can't fu^i^tbis congldmeratioa ^ ' 

Of marble and bri(:fc f this anomalous jumble ! -' - ' " 

Care ^'(ina Wi6^Jr;/<7 Rumble), 
Remember the {ienfioDy my goodJMn Rumble I . .: r. . 

3 F Rumble, 
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Rumble. 
Sir f my admurmurations fhall loudly be beard I 
IVe a right to exclaim that my Lad j*8 abfurd : 
Jn her cap fhe as well might cooquailate together 
The down of green geefe and an oftrich's feather. 

F A CI L. 

I think) Mr. Rumble^ my Lady difplays 

The moil deirteroits art in tmitii^ our lays : 

Your elder Mule iirft> like the waggon of Kight^ ■:. I 

Moves {blemn and grand ;-^ike the ehariot of Ligbt^ • 

Airy Trope then advances^ with di^rent pace $— 

And, like Twi%bt^ between yon T fbid-niy fight place;. 

Remember, young man! while bis ^Jend^you bfagoOy 
That f ich P^Mideco^ty rt'des in a waggDo. — r 
But I will not defcend t&k vile conteftation ^ 
Our minds were not (sJhvm-^ ^ reciprocation^ 
My Lady I pard9n> {QUI this onefCondilJQnr 
That fhe (^^ididy 'f9t9f£^i94^ tQ a •df c^9i|^$tf<Hi^ r..! ;:. ; V :- 
She may chule of oltr epitaphs whkf>-ihe thinks Ht ^ 
But a mixture fo mcuftftroiu I wi]( ikot adpit.. ' r « ' 

She 
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She as well witk her rdiTars might haftily fnip 
From difTereat portrait$ (he eye, nofe, aad Up, 
And think that J^er needle ;a€cqmpliili*d great matters^ 
By comparing a face of the difcrepant tatters*. 

• Lady Sophia. 

mercy! — dear Sir, pray this bufinefs adjuft, 
And do not diihirb my Sir Simon*s calm diift I 
If a f(^uabble conceming his tomb you excite, 

1 am fure lus. dear (ptrit will haunt us to>night : 
I feel in this terroi; new anguiOi arife;» 

And a freCh flood of forrow fwells into my eyes } 

C A R B Y {4ffidf to Rumbie). 
Mr. Rumble 1 I fear, if you do not fubmit. 
My Lady will have an hyfterical fit. 

R U M B L ?♦. 
Sir ! in points that my credit &nd honor iHTolve, 
A few drQps. of falt-watier won*t m/elt my refolve. 

F A c I L {afiJe tv Carey.) 
I proteft, though fantaftic I own ilic appears, 
I can not beaf the fight of fu?h beauty in tears ; 
And as I perceive fhe is really diftreA,. 
ril at once put an end to the ftrife in her breaft. 

3 F 2 [To 
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[To Lady Sophia.] 
Dear Madam ! that you on this point may not grieve, 
And your delicate mind from aU doubt to relieve^ 
Let me and my friend our pretenfions refign, 
And leave one fingle Bard to embellifli the fhrine ; 
We beg that alone Mr. Rumble may bear 
The honor he thinks that we ought not to {hare. 

Ca RB Y. 

No, no, my good friend ; you're too modeft, indeed I 
IVe a plan for ye all, that I truft will fucceed. 

LadySophia. 
What is it, good Carey? I wifli to purfue 
Some happy expedient fuggefted by you* 

Car by, • . . - 

At Mecca, dear Ma*am,' feven -poems, weVe told, 
O'er the Prophet's ricli tbttib were fufpended in ^old j 
Now, let three worthy Bards each an elegy wr>te, 
And fufpend all their wcH-ks o'er the tomb of your Knight. 

L A D y So>h I a. ' 
O charming I — ^your thought is enchantingly fine I — 
Mr. Rumble ! I hope you applaud his dc%n ? . 

* ' ' R U MB L-B. 
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RU MBL E. 

From this proportion I will not revolt. 
Though my young rivals* pride it may ferve to exalt j 
Of the honor you do them I will not be jealous ; 
But rU teach the vain youths to revere an Entellus. 

LadySophia. 
Well, I hope what has paft will be kindly forgot. 
And that now you*ll all deign to compofe on the fpot.— 
I commend, my good Carey, the Bards to your care, 
Entertain them, I beg, with the choiceft of fare : 
And, as it grows late, you muft leave me, my friend, 
In affliftion's chaile rites my lone evening to fpcnd. — 
Farewell, worthy Sirs; — you now leave me to forrow. 
But I hope to attend you at dinner to-morrow. 

C A R E V. 

Come, my friends I now permit me to be your ditedor. — 
Mr. Rumble, 'R-ack Punch is your genuine nedtar ; 
As the night's coming on, I'll prepare a rich bowl. 
That fliall give to you Poets frefli vigour of foul ; 
For the' Mufe with new force, like the flying-fifli, fprings. 
When fh6 ftoops for the purpofe of wetting her wings. 

l^Exit Carey, ivitb Rumble, Facil, and Trope. 

Lady 
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Lapy Sophia 4xhne, 
{ am glad we have iboth*d Mr. Rumble's cliagrin! 

Enter Mils Jafper. 

Lady Sophia. 
O, mjr dear, with the Poets I've had fuch a fcene ! 
They have fhaken my nerves to that cruel degree, 
I iQnall quiver all night like a poor a(pen-tree« 

MissJaspex. 
My tidings vitvr life in your heart will infufe ; 
The young Sculptor's arriv'd I 

LadvSophia« 

That, indeed, is iweet newt! 
Then in effigy foon I fhall clafp my dear KnightJ 
Is the block too provided, and perfedly white ? 
Of the true Parian marble, I truft, he will mold 
The flatue my bofom fo pants to behold. 

MissJasper. 
I affure you^ the bufinefs engages his heart. 
And you'll fee a fine work from his exquifite art. 
To my brother already the vault I have fhewn j 
And of attitudes there he is thinking alone. 
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As I mean to conceal his arrival at home, 

We went by the pafs under ground to the dome. 

Lady Sophia. 
We will join him, dear Fanny, and go the fame way* 
I long at the tomb my devotions to pay ; 
To hear how your brother's fine fancy and flcill 
With new decorations the ftrudure may fill. 
And to lee in what pofture the ftatue may fiandv 

Miss Jasper. 
Let us go — he'll be happy to kifs your fair hand. 

[^Exeunt, 

[Tie Scene cbang£s.t9 the infide of a grand Mauf oleum ; on 
9ne fideyttlarge oblong Tomh of white marble^ on the other y 
Jomefteps afcending from a fubterraneous pajfagi. Jafpcr 
appears in the Gown and Cap of Sir Simon.] 

J AS FC R« 

What a part has my fiHer induc'^ me to pky I 
I wifh from the fcene I could well flip away; 
I fhall never fucceed — furely love was nc*er made. 
Since the days of ttld Jove> in fuch odd maf(|ucrade f 

9 I fcarce 
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I fcarcc know myfclf, in this whimfkal plight, 

But I fancy I look very like the old Knight ; 

Yet if you, my fweet Widow, incline to my plan, 

This image will beat the original man. — 

Gad ! I hope fhe won't fancy I'm really his ghoft I — 

But I hear them below — I muft leap to my, ppft. . 

[Jafper places himfelf in a Jiriking attitude on the top 
of the marble Tomb^ while Lady Sophia andM.i(s Jaf-- 
per afcend the Jleps from the fubterranean paffage.^ 
Lady Sophia, ffartingj. 
O mercy ! — what phantom amazes my fight I 
Has the grave to my love given back the dear Knight? — • 
*Tis himfelf I perceive — 'tis no fanciful dream I 
O, I faint—. [Falls on the arm of Mifs Jafper. 

Qafper Jlies to Lady Sophia in great agitation, and 
f peaks at the fame time to Mifs Jafper.] 
See the end of your pitiful fcheme ! — 
As I live, her fond fears have fufpendcd her breath \ 
And I've frighten'd the delicate creature to death ! 

■ ■ M I S S J A S P E R. 

Never fear, fimple Charles ! you will notlofe your wifct— 
You uadcrftand marble much better than life I 

5 vdaL 
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Lady Sophia (reviving). 
Where am 1 1 - i O, pray Sir, are you Mr. Jafper ? 

' i M I s s J A s p B R (wbifpering her brother ), 
In your arms, you poor {impleton I haften to clafp her !— 
If you ftand (o confounded, how can you fucceed ? 
I (hall prefently chink you a flatue indeed I 
Jasper (to Lady Sophia). 
How fare you, dear Lady ? — 'tis true that you fee 
Your devoted affedionate Jafper in me : • 
Of your beauty my heart has long felt the efFed, 
In chafle admiration and tender refped: 
No licentious dcfign with my paflion cduld mingle ; 
But the very firft momient I heard you were fingle, ' ■ 
All my foreign purfoits I rcfolv'd to difclaim 5 
For your fmiles are to me more attradive than fame. ^ 
Though the wintry ocean was roaring between us, •'■ '^ 
My love, with fond hope in the favor of Venus, 
Bade me crofs the rough, deep, and, difdaining controu]> ^ 
Fly with fpeed to the diftaiit delight of my foul 1 

LadySophia. ' 

How like my Sir Simon in. perfon and air ! 
The mild turn of his lip^ and his eye to a hair I • • •' ' 

• .3G. :' . >'Ja's>B*R.' 
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J AS JP E R. .. . ^ ... 

think not the likenefs lies only.ip. feature J ...! .'.' 
I've his foul, heart, and paflions, my fweet, lovdy crea- 
ture ! ' 

In me, then, O fancy you fee him reftor'dl 
And with fondnefs connubial be lov'd and ador'd I ' 
Inftead of a fenfelefs, cold image of ftone, 
Make his living rcfcmblance for ever your own \ 
A foft ftatue of wax in your hand I will prove, 
You fhall mold me to all the chaftc fancies of love. ' - 

Lady Sop hi a. ' 

1 protcft your idea is fwectly refin'd, 

To delight the pure warmth of a delicate mind f 
I could wifli fuch a likenefs to keep, in- my view, 
And for ever contemplate Sir Simon in you-: 
But, though the. mere offspring of tender fenfation. 
Such a wifli would be reckoned a grofs inclination ; 
A^d I'm fure I fliould die at that horrid fuggeftion I 

J A s F i r' fef/t^rdcihg ier;^. 
Pear angel f no tongue fhall thy purity queftion. 

" ■ L a D Y S o p H « A. ■ - 
O Charles! to my bofom yoii give fuch a flutter, 
All my reasons againft you I want breath to utter. 

Jasper. 
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J A s p e R. 
By the doqufent glance of that dear melting eye, 
With my delicate purpofe I know you'll comply. 

Mi s s J a s t e r. 
Hufh I huflrt I have heard fome one ftep near the doorj 
Pray be ftill, till the coaft I can clearly explore; 

LadySophia. 

O my ftars ! fhould my- pfeople difcover at home, 
That by night I converfe with a m^n in this dome—' 

Mi ssJasper. 
Hafte I away ! under ground you muft quickly retreat. 

Jasper (taking up Lady Sbphia in his arms). 
Come, efcape in my arms I 

L A D y. S o P H I A. 

• Don't yoo' feel my hcM't beat ? 

' -J-AS P E R.. 

So docs 'mine, lovely crealure \ my foul is on fire. . - 

L A-D r Sophia. 
But I never \:an yield to yout fehfual defire. * • 

\_Exit Jafper, bearing off Lady Sophia 
' ■ d(mntbeftibteryaneanftainafi'\ 

' ' 3 G 2 Carey, 
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'■ «-'t- 

C.A R E y, 
(fptakmg without the great door of the l^aufokum*) 
Mifs Jafper ! Mifs Jafper ! pray, are you within ? , 

Miss Jasper (opening the door). 
Is it you, Sir, who make fo uncivil a din ?— 
Pray what is the caufe of this fudden intrufion ? 
Have your Poets pi:pduc*d a new fcene of confufion ? 

Carry. 
Gerrard fays you have lock*d up the key of the *Rack, 
So to give the Bards punch be fo kind to come back. 
ComC) my de^r. — , 

Miss Jasper. 

The deuce take your poetical potion I 
You have fpoil'd my poor Lady's nodurnal devotion.— 
How forgetful old Gerrard is fuddenly grown ! 
He has, furely, the key in fome draw'r of his own. 
But you jcft. — Get you gone ! — I muft haften to hen 

Carey. 
But without a few kiifes indeed I (han't ftir. ... 

Miss Jasper. 
Pifh ! — nonfenfc! — make hafte then — I've no time to fpare, 

Carey. 
Can't you give me fome minutes, my dear bufy Fair ? 

9 Miss 
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Miss Jasper. 
No, in truth, not a moment ; my hurry is great- 
Meet me here in the morning precifely at eight, 
And perhaps I may make you fome pleafing amends. 
Good-night I 

Carey. 
Let us part, though, like lovers and friends ; 
I defervc this fwcet kifs for my patience. 

Miss Jasper. 

Good-night I 
To-morrow, I hope, will bring wonders to light I 

[Exeunt different ways, 

I 

End of KCr II. 
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iir. 



SCENE I. The Maufoleum. 
Enter Trope i^'/V^SFacil, laughing, 

F A c I L. 

N my life I ne'er knew an adventure fo drole ! 

Trope. 
But what is it, dear Facil, pray tell me the whole ? 

Facil. 
So I will, when a little calm breath I can draw, 
In ceafing to laugh at the figure I faw. 

T R OP E. 

What figure ? 

Facil. 
Why, Rumble : I now fee him ftand 
With his garments half-button'd, a fcroU in his hand j 
And the poor frighted girl I— - 

Trope. 

W^hat the deuce do you mean ? 
In an odd wanton frolic has Rumble been feen— 

3 To 
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To ao Abigail's room did the old Bard repair ? 

F A c I L. 

No, no, I'll relate to you all the aiFair. — 

You muft know that our punch had fo heated my brain. 

That to fleep half the night I endeavoured in vain ; 

But was juft in a ilumber, between three and four. 

When a half-array'd figure threw open my door : 

'Twas a poor trembling damfel, who haftily faid, 

" Rife I rife I or you'll furcly be burnt in your bed I** 

And I heard Rumble's voice thrice repeat the word 

"Fire!'* 
But as that dreadful word was foon follow' d by "Lyre,'* 
I perceiv'd the good girl, I now held by the arm. 
Had miftaken his vcrfe for a cry of alarm. 

Trope. 
Very good I — he has often thefe ftarts in the night. 
But how did you calm the poor girl in her fright ? 

F A c I L. 

The wild little wench, like a poor frighted hare. 
Knew not which way to run, and did nothing but flare ; 
When, holding the .door of my chamber a-jar, 
We perceiv'd, by the aid of the bright morning-ftar, 

The 
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The old Bard, who of liquor had taken his fill, 

Sally forth from his quarters in odd difhabille; 

With punch and with poetry heated, he fwagger«. 

And reels down the flairs, like a horfe in the iitaggefs^ 

Repeating with emphafis, feveral times. 

The unfortunate word in his dangerous rhymes; 

And the girl, who now faw her miflake very clear, 

Laugh'd, in fpite of her fhame, at the fource of her fear. 

Trope. 
And yo», I fuppofe, when her terror was fled, 
Taught her bloom to revive by the warmth of your bed ? 

F A CI L. 

No, indeed j had her panic been only afFeded, 
I perhaps had been foolifh, as you hav« fufpeded ; 
But her fear and her modefly both were fo true 
That they, won my regard, and fhe fafely withdrew. 

Trope, 
But where's our friend Rumble ? 

F A c I L. 

O, nobody knows. 
Trope. 
To fome fhady retreat he is gone to compofe. 

F A c I L. 
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Facil. 
On the houfe-top, perhaps, like a bird he may fit ; 
He confiders keen air as a friend to his wit. 
It would not furprize me this phoenix to fee 
Oddly perch*d on a bough of an old lofty tree ; 
For he thinks he writes beft when he's neareft to heaven: 
But he'll foon want his breakfafl — ''tis much after feven. 

Trope. 
Hark I what is that noife, like the woodman's loud ftroke? 

Facil. 
As I live, it is Rumble in yon fhatter'd oak ! 
Don't you fee where he's fitting aftride on the branch ? 
He has crack'd that large limb by the weight of his 
paunch. 

Trope. 
I believe he's afleep 1— fhall we give him a call, 
Left he chance in his fiumber to get a bad fall ? 

Facil. 
Never fear: — here is one to take care of his life. 
Here's the nurfe of our Brobdignag baby, his wife. 

3 H Enter 
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Enter Mrs. Rumble, hafiily, 
Mrs. Rumble. 
Pray, Gentlemen, where is my dear Mr. Rumble ? — 
I have news for you Poets, to make you all grumble !— 
But where is my hufband ?•> — I feek him in hafte. 

F A c I L. 
Dear Ma'am I we're furpriz'd that, with fingular taftc. 
From the foft arms of Beauty he ftrangely has fled,' 
To embrace the rough limbs of an oak in their dead I — 
On that bough you may fee him. 

Mrs. Rumble.' 

Ah ! barbarous man \ 
He will venture his life, let me fay what I can. 
I am fure fome mifchance will his genius o'erwhelm. 
T'other day he fell down from the top of an elm. — 
Mr. Rumble! take care 1— Mr. Rumble, my dear! 

F A c I L. r" 

In this cafe, my dear Madam, you've nothing to fear* 
Behold 1 'tis an incident only for mirth. 
For the bough gently falling configns him to eartB. 

Mrs. Rumble. 
I rejoice he is landed ! 

Enter 
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Enter KuxnhU, Jlrefc/)wg himfelf and yarning. 
Mrs. Rumble. 

My dear Mr. Rumble I 
It is well you have met with fo eafy a tumble : 
I wifh that your fancy was not fo romantic ; 
All the people will think, you are perfe^ly frantic. 

Rumble. 
Peace, woman ! — I care not for idle derifion, 
I have had a fuperb elegiacal vifion : . 
Homer fays, with great truth, " Onar ck dios efti.** 

Mrs. Rum b le. 
On firft waking, my dear, you are apt to be tefty ; 
But I'm glad if the Mufe has been kind to your llumbers, 
And I hope we fliall hear your mellifluous numbers. 

Rumble. 
In my dream I've composed, and with clear continuity, 
Such emollient verfe for the grief of viduity, 
'Twould have footh'd the fad relid of old king Maufolusf 

Mrs. Rumble. 
In our pafllons the Nine may have charms to control us 5 
But your Mufe, I'm afraid, might as well have mifcarried. 
For the lady you praife as a widow is married 1 

3H2 Rumble. 
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Rumble. 
Peace, woman ! you're crazy I 

F A c I L. 

How ! married^ dear Madam I 

Mrs. Rumble. 
Ay, married ! as fure as we're children of Adam. 
You know. Sir, rich folks, with a licence, have power 
To marry without the canonical hour ; 
And, leaving her guefts o'er their punch to caroufe. 
My Lady at midnight receiv'd a new fpoufe. 

Rumble. 
Mrs. Rumble, I fear 'tis our punch that has bred 
Thefe nuptial phantafma's in your giddy head : 
Your ftory has nothing of concatenation^ 

M R s. R u m B L E. 
Mr. Rumble, you aways will doubt my narration ! 
But I deal not in fidion, although a Bard's wife ; 
On the truth of this fecret I'd venture my life : 
From one of the houfe-maids I happen'd to worm it, 
And here comes a gentleman who will confirm it. 

Enter 



A COMEDY, IN RHYME. 421 

Enter Carey. 
Mrs. Rumble. 
Your voice, Mr. Carey, will prove I am right ; 
Pray was not her L'adyfliip married laft night ? 

Carey. 
Dear Madam I your queftion can hardly be ferious. 

Mrs. Rumble. 
I am fure fhe was wed, though the wedding's myfterious. 

Carey. 
Do you really believe it? — dear Madam, to whom? 
It muft be to one of thefe Bards, or a groom : 
For, excepting ourfelves and the men of her train. 
Not a male did this manfion laft night entertain : 
But whence your conjedpre ? on what is it grounded? 

Rumble. 
Silly woman I I tell you your brain is confounded ; 
But I think we may guefs, from your dream of this fad. 
How in widowhood you will be tempted to ad ; , 
I fuppofe, when I've finifti'd. mj fcene of mortality, 
However you forrow in fliew and vfirbaiity, 
You.foon will renounce all your dignified gravity ; 
And, entic'd by fome bellman's poetical fuavity, 

Go 
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Go to church with a feUow who xieigns to rehearfe 
A quatrain on your charms in his annual verfe. 

Mrs. Ru mble. 
O you barbarous man I by fo cruel a jeft 
Would you wound the chafte love of fo tender a bread ? 
You know me top well to believe what you fay.— - 
Thank my ftars ! here's an evidence coming this way ; 
And you'll fee truth and juftice are both on my fide. 

Efttter Mili Jafper. 

Mrs. Rumble (haftily), 
Mifs Jafper ! pray is not my Lady a Bride ? 

Mi ss J ASPE** 
You arc right, my dear Madam. 

Care y.- 

It. cannot te i^ I 
Miss Jasper.. 
From you Bards I requeft a fublinic Jiymcneal. 

Tr&pe. - ' ' 
So fuddenly marned I 

Factl. 
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F A C I L. 

You certainly joke. 
Miss Jasper. 
A word of. more truth in my life I ne*er fpoke. 

Carey, 
What d*ye mean? my dear Fanny ? pray do not deceive us* 

Mr s. R u M B L B. 
What infidels, Madam ! they will not believe us. 

-;; :\ !'-■ ' ' F AC i"l. • ■ 

Pray, to what happy man may fo fair a^rize fall ? 

Miss Jasper. 
The Bridegroom TH Toon introduce to you ajlj ■^', ) 
And you Poets, I ti»ft, will a hew ftrii^g £Qdiplp^> <, :, 
With fingular plcafure to echo his joy. 

:. R U M B £ e; . , •-, • : 

So my fine elegiacs are pow out of feafon ; — 
I was mad, to thiok wcfman a creature of reafon,* 
And on widowhood's flippcry virtues to raife 
The luminous fabfic of rythmical prjuie I .; . ^ . : - 
But I'll haJle to he goiie from this fcene of fatuity': 
Come along, Mrs. Rumble ; I've done with viduity.— 
r-juT. My 
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My Lady may welcome niorc juvenile comers, 
I have no time to wafte upon conjugal mummers. 

M I s s J A s P E R.' 
Mr. Rumble! pray ftay, in our joy to partake. ' :./ ' 

Mrs. Rumble. 
Stay, my- dear Mr. Ruimblel you'll ftay for myfake. 1 .7 
Though the grand and the gloomy is all your delight, 
I confefs that feftivity pleafes my fight ; ' 

Pray indulge me for once I— it would half break my heart 
Without' feeing the Bridegroom were we to depart. 

Rumble. 
Curiofity ruih*d your grandmother Eve ; ' i i " 

And to gratify y0ur8 you fliall not have my leave : 
From a farcical fcene it is time we {hould go, 
And who plays the Jack Pudding I want not to know. 

■Mil s. R u MB le. ' 
My Lady- may ftillwifli your verfe to'^hife ! 

R U M B L E, ••■'"• ' 

For Politics henceforth I give lip' the liluie ; ; 
Though; ptilltldal paths may havc-fome tbrtuofity, ' 
To enter ontliek)Ei Ihave lefs fcrupulofity, 
:' Than 
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Than to feed your vain fex with poetical flummery, 
And at lafl: be the dupe of their amorous mummery. 
But I'll have my revenge, and, before my fpleen cools, 
I will prove all the fex-flattering poets are fools. — 
Come away, Mrs. Rumble I — ^your duty's fubmiflion. 

[JSat/V, bearing o^Mrs, Rumble. 
Miss Jasper. 
Poor woman ! I pity her difmal condition. 
And am griev'd that fo roughly he makes her return :— 
But here's one to confole us for every concern. 

Enter Jafper. 

Miss Jasper. 
To you, my good friends, I the Bridegroom prefent. 
And you all will rejoice in this happy event. 

Carey. 
Dear Jafper ! o'erwhelm'd by this joyous furprizc, 
I am almoft afraid to believe my own eyes ! 
Are you really return'd ? and, in truth, are you married ? 
Has this excellent plan been fo fuddenly carried ? 
Or, with potent illuflon and artful pretences, 
Has this fair little forcerefs cheated our fenfes ? 

3I JaspeRi 
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J A 6 P E R. 

You may truft in her magic, as hoheil and true ; 
She has readerM me happy, and fo fhe will you : 
To you, my 4ear Carey, I give her for life ; 
So enchanting a GAer muft prove jsl fweet wife ; • 
And, with pleafure I add, you'll receive your fair Bride 
With the fortune fhe merits completely fupplied. 

Carey. 
Her heart in itfeif is an opulent dower I 

J A s 9 u K (to Facil artii Trope.) 
My worthy old^ friends I in this fortunate hour 
It increafes my joy to meet you on this fpot. 

Facil. 
I rejoice in your blifs I 

Trope. 
I am charmed with your lot ! 

Jasper. 
And with double delight the good fortune I view. 
Which may prove I retain a warm friendihip for you 4 ■ 
I've a fcheme for ye both, my dear Facil and Trope, 
That will meet with your hearty concurrence, I hope. 
I You 
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You muft yield to my wi{h— I Will not be denied 
From any Vain fcruples of generous pride» 

F A c I L. 

With hearts Co enlivened by feeing you bleA, 
We fliall hardly refufe whatfoe*er you requcft. 

Jasper. 
Though a few dainty whims, of a fingular kind, 
Have overclouded the worth of her excellent mind, 
The foul of my Lady Sophia is fraught 
With the true mental treafures of generous thought. 
She perceives, and difclaims for the reft of her days, 
The foibles to which falfc refinement betrays : 
She now thinks this proud fabric of ill-applied art 
The ridiculous whim of too feeling a heart. 
Sir Simon had many calm virtues, whofe claim 
From ungrateful Oblivion (hall refcue his name: 
But all the diftindions of rank are confused, 
Fame herfelf is infulted, and Art is abus*d, 
When the plume and the laurel infultingly wave 
0*er the honeft pkin Merchant*s prepofterous grave : 
Convinc*d of this truth, 'tis my Lady's defign 
To alter this dome on a new plan of mine. 

3 I 2 Here 
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Here with Freedom and Eafe you, my friends, may re£de^ 
Good apartments for each I fhall quickly provide : 
For this dome, where the Founder (hall rife in a nich, . 
Is to prove an afylum for artifls not rich. 

Carey. 
I am charm'd with your projcA, dear Jafper 1 

Jasper. 

Yet hear t-^ 
By the will there's a filnd of four hundred a year 
Of real hard cafti, from incumbrances free. 
Which my Lady herfelf is to guide as truftee. 
To fupport any ftru<Sture flie chufes to plan, : 
To perpetuate the name of her worthy good man ; 
This between you, dear Bards, fhe is pleas'd to adjufi t 
And when opulent Honefty finks in the duft. 
May his faeirs ever ufe what he leaves upon earth 
In fecuring calm comfort to Genius and Worth t 

F A c I L. 

We always have faid, and your adlions evince. 

You, Jafper, were born with the foul of a prince j ., 

But our gratitude how fball we utter to you ?. ' 

Jasper. 
By returning your thanks where they chiefly are due. 

My 
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My Lady's pure bounty, thatfcoms to be ftiatedjj ~.;i -^ 

Surpaft in your fayour whatever I hinted.-y- ; •, .' u ..-.. 

To prove that J; wed not from motives of pelf,. -■.. , -j-.; 

I have fettled her wealth on her generous felf ; ; 

She is rich, aqd intends to make ufe of her treafure . 

In the purchase of nobie and pernaanent pleafure : - . 

At the higheft of intereft our gold we employ. 

When it brings a return of benevolent joy.— 

Thank my ftars I all my wifhes are crown'd with fuccefs ; 

Kind Fortune, I juft now have learned by exprefs. 

Outruns, in our favor, the flow ftep of Law ; 

Old Vellum, alarmed by our hints of a flaw 

In the bafe legal work that Fraud led him to frame. 

The reverfion he flole has propos'^d to difclaim. 

Upon terms which I now," for traD<juillity's fake. 

At my Lady's requeft, {hallbe willing to take. — 

But come, my good friends, let .us hafte to the hall. 

Where the Bride will be happy to welcome you all. 

Carey, 
Well, my friend ! I confefs, in the courfe of my life, 
I have oft been provok'd with your new lovely wife ; 

2 But 
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But for this her laft ad her late whims I forgive, 
And {hall blefs the kind creature as long as I liv«.— ^ 
You will teach,, as you mold her to life^^s fwceteft dutjy 
All her virtues to (hine as complete as her beauty : 
And may each childlefs widow, in youth's lively ftatc. 
Who has yielded an honcft oH huiband tb fatr. 
In a partner like you find the fureft relief. 
And to fcnfible joy turn fantaftical grief I" 
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